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ARGUMENT
The arms of Achilles, claimed by Ajax as the bravest warrior in the host, were through intrigue given to Odysseus, and Ajax vows vengeance both on the winner and on the awarders of the prize. But Athena, his patron goddess, whom his arrogance has estranged, sends him a delusion so that he mistakes for his foes the sheep and cattle of the Greeks. Athena, when the play opens, is discovered conversing with Odysseus outside the tent of Ajax ; she will show him his mad foe mauling the beasts within. The mad fit passes and Ajax bewails his insensate folly and declares that death alone can wipe out the shame.	His wife Tecmessa and the Chotus try to
dissuade him, but he will not be comforted and calls for his son Eurysaces. The child is brought, and after leaving his last injunctions for his brother Teucer, Ajax takes a tender farewell. He then fetches his sword from the tent and goes forth declaring that he will purge himself of' his stains and bury his sword. Presently a Messenger from the camp announces that Teucer has returned from his foray and has learnt from Calchas, the seer, that if only Ajax can be kept within the camp for that day all may yet be well. The Chorus and Tecmessa set forth in quest of Ajax, and Tecmessa discovers him lying transfixed by * his sword. Teucer finds the mourners gathered round the corpse and is preparing to bury him, when Menelaus hurries up to forbid the burial. After an angry wrangle with Teucer, Menelaus departs, but is succeeded by Agamemnon, who enforces his brothers veto and is hardly persuaded by Odysseus to relent. Ajax is carried by his Salaminians to his grave, a grave (so they prophesy) that shall be famous for all time.
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HRAMATIS PERSONAE
Athena.
Odysseus, King of Ithaca.
Ajax, son of Telamon and Euboea, leader of the men of Salamis.
Tecmessa, his captive wife, daughter of Teleutas, King of Phrygia.
Eurysacks, their infant son.
Teucer, son of Telamon by Hesione.
Menelaus, King of Sparta.
Agamemnon, his brother, captain of the host.
Messenger, one of Ajax's men.
Chorus, Mariner β of Salamis.
Scene: The shore on the Northern coast of the Troad before the tent of Ajax. Time * Early morning.
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ΑΙΑΣ
ΑΘΗΝΑ
Ἀεὶ μέν, ώ παῖ Ααρτίου, δέδορκα σε πεῖράν τιν’ εχθρών άρπάσαι θηρώμενον* καὶ νῦν ἐπὶ σκηναῖς σε ναυτικαις όρώ Αἵαντος, ἔνθα τάξιν έσχάτην ἔ^ει, πάλαι κυνηγετονντα και μετροὑμενον ίχνη τὰ κείνου νεοχάραχθ\ ὅπως ἵδῃς εἴτ’ ἔνδον εἴτ’ οὐκ ἔνδον, εὖ δέ σ’ εκφέρει κυνὸς Λακαίνης ὦς τις ένρινος βάσις. ἔνδον γὰρ ἀνὴρ ἄρτι τυγχάνει, κάρα στάζων ιδρώτι και χέρας ξιφοκτόνονς. καί σ οὐδὲν εἴσω τησδε παπταίνειν πύλης ετ ἔργον ἐστίν, εννέπειν δ’ ὅτου χάριν σπονδήν εθον τήνδ’, ώς παρ’ είδυιας μάθῃς.
ΟΔΤ22ΕΤ2
ω φθέγμ’ *Αβάνας, φιλτάτης εμοί θεών, ως ευμαθές σου, καν ἄποπτος ἧς ὅμως, φωνή μ ακούω καί ξυναρπάξω φρενι χαλκοστο μου κώδωνος ως Τυρσηνικῆς. καὶ νυν έπέηνως ευ μ επ' ἀνδρὶ δυσμενει κβάσιν κυκλούντ, Αϊαντι τω σακεσφόρφ*
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Enter odysseus, scanning recent footprints in the sand Athena, invisible to odysseus, is seen by the spectators above the stage in the air.
ATHENA
Son of Laertes, ever on the prowl
To seize some coign of vantage ’gainst thy foes,
Now at the tent of Ajax by the ships,
Where he is posted on the flank, I see thee Following the trail and scanning his fresh tracks,
To learn if Ajax be within or no.
Bravely thy long search brings thee to the goal,
Like a keen-scented hound of Spartan breed ;
The man has even now returned, his brow Bedewed with sweat and hands besmeared with gore No further need to peer within these doors;
Say rather what the purpose of thy search
Thus keenly urged, and learn from one who knows.
ODYSSEUS
Voice of Athena, Goddess most by me Beloved, how clearly, though I see thee not,
Those accents strike my ear and thrill my soul,
Like some Tyrrhenian trumpet, brazen-mouthed. Yea, thou hast well divined why thus ϊ cast About in hot pursuance of a foe,
Ajax, the bearer of the seven fold shield :
7
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κείνον γάρ, όν$εν ἄλλον, Ιχνεύω πάλαι, νυκτὺς γὰρ ἡμας τῆσδε πρᾶγος άσκοπον 9^εχει περάνας, εἴπερ εϊρηασται τάδε· ἴσμεν γὰρ οὐδὲν τρανές, ἀλλ’ ἀλώμεθα* κἀγὼ ’θελοντὴς τῷδ’ ύπεξιτ/ην πόνω. "ε.φθαρμενας γδη ἀρτίως εὺρίσκομεν λεία ς ἁπάσας καὶ κατηναρισμενας Λ ἐκ νειρὸς αὐτοῖς ποιμνίων ἐπιστάταις. τἡνο οὐν ἐκείνῳ πᾶς τις αιτίαν νεμει. καί μοι τις ὀπτὴρ αυτόν είσιΒών μόνον πηδώντα πεδία σὺν νεορράντῳ ξίφει φράξει τε κάΒηΧωσεν εὐθέως δ’ ἐγὼ κατ’ ἴχνος ἄσσω, καὶ τὰ μὲν σημαίνομαι, τα δ’ €κπeπXηyμaι κοὐκ ἔχω μαθεΐν οτυυ. καιρόν Κ εφηκεις· πάντα yap τά τ’ οὖν πάρος τά τ’ είσεπειτα στ) κυβερνώμαι χερί.
ΑΘΗΝΑ
ἔγνων, Ὀδυσσεῦ, καὶ πάλαι φύλαξ ἔ/3ην τῇ σῇ πρόθυμος εις οΒόν κυναηία.
ΟΔΤ22ΕΤ5
ἡ καί, φίλη Βέσποινα, προς καιρόν πονώ; ΑΘΗΝΑ
ώς ἔστιν άνΒρός τοΰΒε τἄργα ταῦτα σοι. ΟΔΤ22ΕΤ2
καὶ πρὸς τί ΒυσΧόγιστον ὧδ’ ῄξεν χέρα; ΑΘΗΝΑ
χόΧω βαρυνθεις των Αχίλλειων οπΧων, ΟΔΤ22ΕΤ2
τί δὴτα ποίμναις τηνΒ’ εττεμπίπτει βάσιν; ΑΘΗΝΑ
Βοκών εν ὑμῖν χεῖμα χραίνεσθαι φόνφ.
Digitized by
,'Google
AJAX
Him and none other I have tracked full long. Last night a monstrous thing he wrought on us, If it be he in sooth—’tis all surmise.
So for the hard task of discovery I volunteered. This very mom we found Our herds, the sppil of war, all hacked «lid hewn, Slain with their herdsmen by some human hand. On him with one consent all lay the guilt:
And by a scout who marked him o’er the plain, In mad career* alone, with reeking sword,
I duly was informed, and instantly I sped upon the spoor, and now the tracks I recognise, and now am all at fault,
Without a clue to tell me whose they are.
Most welcome their tliy advent; thine the1 hand That ever guided and shall guide my path.
ATHENA
I know, Odysseus, and set forth betimes To meet thee and abet thee in this chase.
ODYSSEUS
Tell me, dear mistress, will my quest succeed ?
ATHENA
Know that the guilty man is he thou seek’st.
ODYSSEUS
What movfed him to this rash, insensate deed ?
ATHENA
Resentment touching dead Achilles’ arms.
ODYSSEUS
Why did he fall upon the innocent sheep?
ATHENA
He thought his hands were gory with your blood.
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0ΔΤ22ΕΤ2
ἡ καὶ τὺ βούΧευμ ώς ἐπ’ Ἀργείοις τὁδ’ ἦν; ΑΘΗΝΑ
καν ἐξεπράξατ’, εἰ κατημεΧησ* ἐγώ.
ΟΔΤ22ΕΤ2
ποίαισι τοΧμαις ταῖσδε καὶ φρένων βράσει; ΑΘΗΝΑ
νύκτωρ ἐφ’ ὑμᾶς δόλιος ορμαται μόνος.
ΟΔΤ22ΕΤ2
ἦ καὶτ παρεστη κουπί τέρμ άφίκετο;
ΑΘΗΝΑ
καὶ δὴ ’πὶ δισσαῖς ἦν στρατηηίσιν πύλαις.
ΟΔΤ22ΕΤ2
καὶ πῶς επεσχε χεῖμα μαιμωσαν φόνον;	50
—	ΑΘΗΝΑ
ἐγώ σφ’ ἀπείργω, δυσφ^£ουκέ7£ ομμασι γνώμα? βαΧονσα της άνηκεστον χαμας, καί πρός τε ποίμνας ἐκτρέπω σύμμικτά τε λείας ἄδαστα βουκόλων φρονήματα* ἔνθ’ εἰσπεσὼν εκειρε ττοΧύκερων φόνον κύκΧφ ραχίζων κἀδὁκει μὲν ἔσθ’ ὅτε δισσοὺς Ατρείδας αυτό χειρ κτείνειν ἔχων, ὅτ’ ἄλλοτ’ αΧΧον εμπίτνων στρατηΧατών. ἐγὼ δὲ φοιτώντ άνδρα μανιάσιν νόσοις ωτρννον, εΙσέβαΧΧον ®ίς ἕρκη κακά.	60
κἄπειτ’ ἐπειδὴ τ οὐδ’ εΧ'ώφησεν πόνου, τοὺς ζωντας αν δεσμοῖσι συνδήσας βοῶν ποίμνας τε πάσας είς δόμους κομίζεται, ώς ἄνδρας, οὐχ ώς ευκερων ἄγραν ἔχων, καὶ νυν κατ οϊκους συνδετονς αίκίζεται. δείξω δε καί σοι τήνδε περιφανή νόσον, ώς πάσιν ’Αργείοισιν εἰσιδὼν θροῇς,
19
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ODYSSEUS
What, was this onslaught planned against the Greeks?
ATHENA
Aye, and it had succeeded, but for me.
ODYSSEUS
How could he venture such fool-hardiness ?
ATHENA
He schemed a night attack, by stealth, alone.
ODYSSEUS
And did he reach us and arrive his goal ?
ATHENA
At the tent door of the two chiefs he stood.
ODYSSEUS
What then arrested him athirst for blood ?
ATHENA
I, by the strong delusion that I sent,
A vision of the havoc he should make.
I turned his wrath aside upon the flocks And the promiscuous cattle in the charge Of drovers, booty not apportioned yet.
On them he fell and hewing right and left Dealt death among the horned herd ; and now It was the two Atridae whom he slew,
And now a third, and now some other chief.
’Twas I that goaded him while thus distraught,
And thrust him deeper in the coils of fate.
Then pausing in this toil he turned to bind The oxen left alive with all the sheep,
And drave them home, as if his spoil were men,
And not poor innocent beasts with hoofs and horns, And now is mangling them fast bound within.
Thou too this raving madness shalt behold,
Th^t thou mayst bruit the sight tp all the Greeks.
II
Digitized by Google
AIA2
θαρσών δὲ μὑμνε μηδὲ συμφοράν ^*Χου τον ἄνδρ*" ἐγὼ γὰρ ὀμμάτων άττοστροφους ανγὰς αττεί^ξω σὴν πρόσοψιν εἰσιδεῖν. οὖτος, σὲ πὸν τὰς αίχμαλωτίΒας χἐρας δεσμοῖς ἀπευθύνοντα ττροσμολεΐν κα\ώ· Αϊαντα φωνώ· στβῖχε δωμάτων πάρος. ΟΔΤ22ΕΤ2
τί δρᾴς, ’Αβάνα; μηδαμῶς σφ’ ἔξω κάλει. ΑΘΗΝΑ
)	Λ 1	«	/t>	f \ f ·ν /	ί	Λ
ου σιγ ανεξει μηόε οειλιαν άρει;
ΟΔΤ22ΕΤ2
μὴ πρὸς θεών, ἀλλ’ ἔνδον άρκείτω μένω ν. ΑΘΗΝΑ
τί μὴ yέvητaι; πρόσθεν οὐκ ἀνὴρ ὅδ’ ἦν; ΟΔΤ22ΕΤ2
εχθρός ye τῷδε τ ἀνδρὶ καὶ τανῦν ἔτι.
ΑΘΗΝΑ	'
οὔκουν γἐλως ἦδιστος εἰς εχθρούς yελav; ΟΔΤ22ΕΤ2
ἐμοὶ μὲν άρκεΐ τούτον εν δὁμοις μἑνειν.
ΑΘΗΝΑ
μεμηνὁτ’ ἄνδρα περιφανῶς όκνείς ἰδεῖν; ΟΔΤ22ΕΤ2
φρονοΰντα yap νιν ου κ αν έξέστην οκνφ. ΑΘΗΝΑ
ἀλλ’ οὐδὲ νῦν σε μὴ τταρόντ ἴδῃ πέλας. ΟΔΤ22ΕΤ2
πῶς, εἴπερ ὀφθαλμοῖς γε τοῖς αὐτὸνς ὁρᾴ; ΑΘΗΝΑ
ἐγὼ σκοτώσω βλέφαρα καί Βε&ορκότα,
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Be of good heart and stand thy ground; no harm Shall come from him, for I will turn aside His vision, lest he should behold thy face.
(To ajax within the tent.)
Ho, thou that bind’st with cords behind their backs Thy captives’ hands, ho Ajax, hear’st thou not ?
I summon thee to come before the tent.
ODYSSEUS
What dost thou, Goddess ? Nowise call him forth.
ATHENA
Bridle thy tongue ; earn not a coward’s name.
• ODYSSEUS
L Nay, nay ; suffice it that he bide within.
ATHENA
What fear’st thou ? Is he not, as erst, a man ?
ODYSSEUS
Yea, and to me sworn foeman, and is still.
ATHENA
What mockery sweeter than to mock at foes ?
ODYSSEUS
Enough for me to hear of him within.
ATHENA
What, fear to see a madman face to face ?
ODYSSEUS
I had not quailed to face him, were he sane.
ATHENA
Insane, he shall not see thee now, though near.
ODYSSEUS
If he has eyes as erst, how can that be ?
ATHENA
I will obscure his vision, howe’er clear.
13
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ΟΔΤ22ΕΤ2
ηένοιτο μένταν παν Θεοῦ τεχνωμένου. ΑΘΗΝΑ
σίγα νυν ὲστὼς καὶ μὲν’ ως κνρβϊς ἔχων. ΟΔΤ22ΕΤ5
μένοιμ αν ἤθελον δ’ ἄν ἐκτὸς ων τυχεῖν. ΑΘΗΝΑ
ὦ οντος, Αίας, δεύτε^ὁν σε προσκαλώ. τί βαών όντως έντρέπει τῆς συμμάχου; ΑΙΑ2
ὦ χαῖρ’ Ἀθάνα, χαῖρε Διογενὲς τέκνον, ως εὖ παρέστης* καί σε παηχρύσοις ἐγὼ στέψω Χαφνροις τἣσδε τῆς ay μας χάριν. ΑΘΗΝΑ
καλῶς ἔλεξας* ἀλλ’ ἐκεῖνό μοι φράσον, ββαψας ἔγχος εὖ πρὸς Ἀργείων στρατω; ΑΙΑ2
κόμπος πάρεστι κονκ άπαρνονμαι το μή. ΑΘΗΝΑ
ἦ καὶ πρὸς Ἀτρείδαισιν ηχμασας χέρα; ΑΙΑ2
ὦστ’ οΰποτ Αἵανθ’ ο ιδ’ ἀτιμάσουσ’ ἔτι.
ΑΘΗΝΑ
τεθνᾶσιν ἄνδρες, ώς τὺ σὺν ξυνῆκ’ εγώ. ΑΙΑ5
θανόντες ἤδη τἄμ’ άφαιρείσθων οπΑα, ΑΘΗΝΑ
εἶεν, τί γὰρ δη παῖς ὁ τοῦ Ααερτίον, που σοι τύχης ἔστηκεν; ἢ πέφευηέ σε; ΛΙΑ2
ἦ τουπίτριπτον κίναδος ἐξήρου μ’ οπού; 14
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ODYSSEUS
Well, when a god works, all is possible.
ATHENA
Peace ! stand thy ground and budge not from the spot
ODY8SEU8
So will I—yet had liefer been far hence.
ATHENA (tO AJAX)
Ho, Ajax ! once again I summon thee.
Say, why this scant regard for thine ally ?
Enter ajax.
ajax
Hail O Athena, Zeus-born maiden, hail!
Thine aid how opportune ! for this Γ11 crown Thy shrine with votive spoils of purest gold.
ATHENA
Fair words; but tell ine, hast tliou well imbrued Thy sword with carnage of the Argive host ?
AJAX
A glorious deed that I will not disclaim.
ATHENA
Haply thou has assailed the Atridae too ?
AJAX
So that they ne’er will outrage Ajax more.
ATHENA
If I interpret rightly, they are dead.
AJAX
Both dead ; now let them cheat me of my arms !
ATHENA
Good ; and how fares it with Laertes’ son ?
How hast thou left him ? or has he escaped ?
AJAX
He! That sly fox—wouldst know what’s come of him ?
15
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ΑΘΗΝΑ
ἔγωγ’* Ὀδυσσέα τον σὺν ἐνστάτην λέγω.
ΑΙΑ2
ἢδιστος, ὦ δέσποινα, δεσμώτης ἔσω θακεϊ· θανεῖν γὰρ αυτόν ου τί πω θέλω.
ΑΦΗΝΑ
πρὶν ἄν τί δράσης ἢ τί κερδάνης πλέον;
ΑΙΑ2
πρὶν ἄν δε#εὶς πρὸς κίον’ ερκείου στέγης
ΑΘΗΝΑ
τί δῆτα τον δύστηνον ερτγάσει κακόν;
ΑΙΑ2
μάστιγι πρώτον νώτα ή>οινιχθε\ς θάνῃ.	110
ΑΘΗΝΑ
μὴ δῆτα τον δύστηνον ὧδε γ’ αίκίση.
ΑΙΑ2
χαίρειν, Ἀθάνα, ταλ,λ’ ἐγώ σ’ ἐφίεμαι* κεΐνος δὲ τίσει τήνδε κοὐκ ἄλλην δίκην.
ΑΘΗΝΑ
σὺ δ’ οὖν, ἐπειδὴ τόρψις ήδε σοι τὺ δρᾶν, χρώ χειρί, φείδου μηθὲν ώνπερ εννοείς.
ΑΙΑ2
χωρώ προς ἔργον σοι δὲ τοῦτ’ ἐφίεμαι, τοιάνδ’ αει μοι σύμμαχον παρεστάναί.
ΑΘΗΝΑ
ὸρᾴε, Όδυσσεΰ, την Θεών ίσχύν οση; τούτου τις αν σοι τάνδρός ἢ προνούστερος ἢ δρᾶν άμείνων ηίφέθη τα καίρια;	120
ΟΔΥ22ΕΤ2
εγω μεν ουόεν οιο * εποικτιρω οε νιν δύστηνον εμπας, καίπερ οντα δυσμενή, ιό
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ATHENA
Of him—Odysseus, thy antagonist.
AJAX
A welcome guest he sits within, fast bound. 1 have no mind that he should die outright.
ATHENA
What would’st thou first ? what further profit win ?
AJAX
I’ll bind him to a pillar of my tent.
ATHENA
What vengeance wilt thou wreak on the poor wretch ?
AJAX
Flay with my scourge his back before he die.
ATHENA
O torture not the wretch so savagely.
AJAX
In all but this, Athena, have thy will ;
This and none else, must be his punishment.
ATHENA
Well, since it is thy pleasure, be it so :	*
Lay on, abate no jot of thine intent.
AJAX
I will to work then, and I look to thee To be my true ally all times, as now.
[Exit AJAX.
ATHENA
Odysseus, see how great the might of gods. Couldst thou have found a man more circumspect, Or one more prompt for all emergencies ?
ODYSSEUS
I know none such, and though he be my foe,
I still must pity him in his distress.
17
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ὁθοὑνεκ’ ἄτη συyκaτέξευκτaι κακῇ, οὐδὲν τὺ τούτου μάΧΧον ή τ θύμον σκοπών όρώ yap ἡμᾶς οὐδὲν όντας ἄλλο πλὴν είδωΧ’ ὅσοιπερ ξώμβν ἢ κουφήν σκιάν.
ΑΘΗΝΑ
τοιαύτα τοίνυν είσορών ύπέρκοπον μηδέν ποτ εἵπῃς αυτός εἰς θεοὺς ἔπος, μηδ’ ὄγκον ἄρῃ μηδέν, εἴ τινος πΧέον η χειρὶ βρίθεις η μακρού πΧούτου βάθει. ως ημέρα κλίνει τε καν ay ει πάλιν άπαντα τάνθρώπεια* τοὺς δὲ σώφρονας θεοί φιΧούσι και στvyodai τούς κακούς.
X0P02S .
Τελπρώνιε παῖ, τὴς άμφιρύτου Χαλαμΐνος ἔχων βάθρον ἀγχιάλον, σὲ μὲν ευ πράσσοντ επιγαίρω· σὲ δ* ὅταν πληγὴ Διὸς ἣ ζαμενὴς λόγος ἐκ Δαναών κακόθρους επιβτ}, μἐγαν ὅκνον ἔχω καὶ πεφόβημαι πτηνής ως ομμα πελείοις. ως καὶ τῆς νῦν φθιμενης νυκτος μεyάXoι θόρυβοι κατέγουσ ημάς ἐπὶ δυσκΧεία, σὲ τον ίππο μανή λειμών’ έπιβάντ όΧέσαι Δαναών βοτά και Χείαν, ἤπερ δορίληπτος ἔτ’ ἦν Χοιπη, κτείνοντ αϊθωνι σιδηρφ. τοιούσδε Xόyoυς ψιθύρους πΧάσσων εις ὦτα φἐρει πᾶσιν Ὀδυσσευς,
Digitized by Google
AJAX
Bound, hand and foot, to fatal destiny;
And therein mind my case no less than his.
Alas ! we living mortals, what are we But phantoms all or unsubstantial shades ?
ATHENA
Warned by these sights, Odysseus, see that thou Utter no boastful word against the gods,
Nor swell with pride if haply might of arm Exalt thee o’er thy fellows, or vast wealth.
A day can prostrate and a day upraise All that is mortal; but the gods approve Sobriety and frowardness abhor.
[Exeunt athena and odysseus. Enter choiius.
CHORUS
Son of Telamon, thou whose isle,
Sea-girt Salamis, doth smile O’er the surge, thy joys I share When thy fortunes promise fair;
But if stroke of Zeus assail,
Or the slanderous tongues prevail Of the Dana'i, to blast Thy repute, I cower aghast,
Like a dove with quivering eye.
For of yesternight there fly Bitter plaints and loud-voiced blame Crowding on us to our shame—
How thou speddest o’er the meads Rich in troops of unbacked steeds,
And with flashing sword didst slay All the yet unparted prey Of the Greeks, in foray ta’en,
Spoiling all their hard earned gain.
Such the scandal, as we hear,
Odysseus breathes in every ear ;
19
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καὶ σφοδρά πείθει· περὶ yap σοῦ νυν εὑπειστα λἐγει, καὶ πᾶς ὁ κλύων του Χέξαντος χαίρει μᾶλλον τοῖς σοῖς άχεσιν καθυβρίζων. των γὰρ μεγάλων ψυχών ἱεὶς οὐκ ἄν άμάρτοις· κατα δ’ ἄν τις ἐμοῦ τοιαύτα Xέyωv οὐκ ἄν πείθοι· πρὸς γὰρ τον ἔχονθ’ ὁ φθόνος ἔρπει. καίτοι σμικροι μεγάλων χωρὶς σφαλερόν Trvpyov ρ ν μα πέλονται* μετὰ γὰρ μεγάλων βαιός άριστ ἄν καὶ ^ιἐγας ὸρθοῖθ* ὑπὸ μικρότερων. ἀλλ οὐ δυνατόν τούς άνοητους τούτων γνώμες προδιδάσκειν♦ ὕπὺ τοιούτων ἀνδρῶν θορυβεί χήμ^ΐς ουδόν σθένομεν προς ταῦτ’ άπαλεξασθαι σου χωρίς, ἄναξ. ἀλλ’ ὅτε γὰρ δη τὺ σὺν ὄμμ’ ἀπέδραν, παταηούσιν απερ πτηνών aye\ar μἐγαν αἰγυ7Πὺν δ’1 ύποδείσαντες τάχ ἄν ἐξαίφνης, εἰ σὺ φανείης, σιγῇ πτηξειαν άφωνοι.
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ἦ ἡά σε Ταυροπόλα Διὸς Ἀρτεμίς—	στρ.
ὦ μeycCXa φάτις, ω
ματερ αίσχύνας εμάς—
ωρμασε πανδάμους ἐπὶ βοῦς ἀγελαίας,
η πού τινος νικάς άκάρπωτον χάριν,
ἡ ρα κλυτων ενάρων
ψευσθεΐσ', άδώροις,2 εϊτ εΧαφαβολίας;
1	Dawes adds δ*.
2	ψ(υσθ(ΐσα δώροιχ MS8., Stephanus corr.
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And he wins belief, for now Thou dost seem thy guilt to avow,
And the rumour spreads and swells.
Even more than he who tells,
Every hearer takes delight
In thy woes, for envious spite.	* +
So it falls ; the noblest heart Is a target for each dart;
Aimed at me such shafts would fail:
Envy doth the great assail.
Yet without the great the small 111 could guard the city wall;
Leagued together small and great Best defend the common state.
Fools this precept will not heed,
And these men are fools indeed Who against thee rail; and we Can do nothing Without thee,
To confound their charge, O King.
Like to btrds they flap the wing,
And chatter, when they ’scape thine eye;
But if hovering in the sky The great vulture should appear,
Mute they cower in sudden fear.
Was it the Tauric Artemis, Jove’s daughter, (Str.)
(O dread report, begetter of my shame !)
Drave thee the flocks, our common stock, to slaughter ?
Didst thou in victory rob her of her claim To tithe of spoil, her part,
When to thy bow there fell some noble hart ?
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' ἢ χαλκοθώραξ μὴ τιν 1 Ἐνυάλιος
μομφὰν ἔχων ξννοΰ δορὸς εννυχίοις	180
μαχαναϊς ἐτίσατο "λώβαν;
ἀντ.
οὑ ποτε γὰσ φρενόθεν γ’ ἐπ’ αριστερά,
παῖ Τελαμῶνος, ἔβας
τ άσσον, ἐν ποίμναις ττίτνων
ἦκοι γὰρ ἄν θεία νόσος· ἀλλ* άττερύκοι
καί Ζεὺς κακάν καί Φοῖβος Ἀργείων φάτιν.
εἰ δ’ υποβαλλόμενοι	Ι
κλεπτουσι μύθους οι μεγάλοι βασιλής	'
ἢ τᾶς ασώτου Σισυφιδᾶν γενεάς,	190
μὴ μή, ἄναξ, ἔθ’ ώδ εφάλοις κλισίαις
ὄμμ* ἔχων κακάν φάτιν ἄρῃ.	Ι
ἀλλ’ ἄνα ἐξ εδράνων, δττου μακραίων ι στηρίζει ποτὲ τᾴδ’ άγωνίφ σχολά ὅταν ουρανίαν φλέγων. εγθρών δ’ ΰβρις ώδ* άτάρβητα ο ρ ματ α ι εν εύανέμοις βάσσαις, παντων κατ/χαζόντων γλώσσαις βαρυάλγητα·
ἐμοὶ δ’ ἄχος ίστακεν.	200
ΤΕΚΜΗ22Α
ναὸς αρωγοί τής Αϊαντος, γενεάς χθονίων ἀπ’ Ἐρεχθειδῶν, εχομεν στοναχάς οι κηδομενοι του Τελαμώνος τηλόθεν οϊκου. νυν γάρ ὁ δεινὸς μεγας ώμοκρατής Αΐας θολερφ Κεῖται χειμωνι νοσήσας.
1 ἡ τιν* MSS., Muegrave corr.
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Or did the mail-clad God of War resent Thy negligence thank-offering to pay ?
By him at night was the delusion sent That led astray ?
(Ant.)
Ne’er wouldst thou, Ajax, of thine own intent
Have wrought this havoc and the cattle slain. Such frenzy comes from Heaven in punishment.
(Zeus and Apollo prove the rumour vain !)
And if the great chiefs falsely charge thee, King, Spreading foul scandal, or the accursed^ race Of Sisyphus,1 let not this ill fame cling
To us thy friends ; no longer hide thy face, Quit, we implore,
Thy tent upon the shore.
Rouse thee, my King, where’er thou sittest brooding;
Too long thou mak’st the stour of battle cease, While in the camp red ruin flames to heaven,
And, like the west wind soughing in the trees, Unchecked the mockery goes Of thy o’erweening foes.
My woe no respite knows !
Enter tecmessa from the tent.
TECMESSA
Crew of Ajax, men who trace Back to Erechtheus your famed race,
Woe is ours who muse upon The far-off house of Telamon ;
For our lord of dreaded might Stricken lies in desperate plight,
And his soul is dark as night.
1 Odysseus, reputed eon of Sisyphus, not Laertes.
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X0P02	1
τί δ’ ἐνήλλακται τῆς ἡμερίας
νὺξ ἤδε βάρος;	^	ν	ί
παῖ τοῦ Φρυγίον Τελεύταντος,	2101
λέγ\ ἐπεὶ σὲ λέχος δουριάΧωτον	1
στέρξας ἀνἔχει θούριος Αίας· ωστ οὐκ ἄν ἄϊδρις ὺπείποις.
ΤΕΚΜΗ22Α
πώς δῆτα λέγω Xoyov άρρητον; θανάτω yap ίσον βάρος ἐκπεύσει. μανία yap άΧούς ἡμὶν ὁ κλεινὸς νύκτερος Αἴας άττεΧωβήθη. τοιαῦτ’ αν ϊδοις σκηνής ἔνδον γειροΒάϊκτα σφάyι αι μοβ αφή,
κείνου γρηστήρια τ ἀνδρὸς.	220
Χ0Ρ02
οἴσν ἐδήλωσας άνέρος 1 αϊθονος	στ ρ.
ayyeXiav ατΧατον οὐδὲ φευκτάν,
τῶν μεγάλων Δαναών ὑπο κΧηζομίναν,
τάν 6 μἐγας μύθος ae^ei.
οϊμοι φοβούμαι το ττροσέρττον ττερίφαντος ἀνὴρ θανεῖται, τταραττΧάκτω χερὶ συγκατακτὰς κέΧαινοϊς ξίφβσιν βοτά και βοτήρας ἱππονώμας. 230
ΤΕΚΜΗ22Α
ώμοι* κεῖθεν κεῖθεν ἄρ* ή μιν Βεσμωτιν ἄγων ἡλυθε ττοίμνην ων την μὲν ἔσω σφαζ €7τϊ γαίοις, τὰ δὲ πΧβνροκοττών Βίχ ἀνερρήγνυ. δὑο δ’ άpyίτΓoBaς κριούς άνβΧων τού μὲν κεφαλὴν καὶ yX&aaav άκραν
1 MSS. ἀνδρός.
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AJAX
CHORUS
What the change so grievous, say,
Of the mom from yesterday ?
Daughter of Teleutas, tell;
Stalwart Ajax loves tnee well,
Thee his spear-won bride ; ’tis thine What befalls him to divine.
TECMESSA
Ah, how tell a tale so drear ?
Sad as death what thou shalt hear Of great Ajax, undone quite,
Smit with madness, in the Tiight.
Look within and see the floor Keeking with Iris victims’ gore ;
Slain by his own hand there lies His ungodly sacrifice.
CHORUS
O fatal tidings of the hot-brained chief, (Str.) Intolerable, yet without relief!
What flagrant charge amid the Greek host goes That spread by rumour grows ?
Ah me, doom stalks amain !
And if with his dark blade the man hath slain The herds and mounted herdsmen, sure he dies, A malefactor shamed before all eyes.
TECME88A
Ah me, ’twas thence I saw him come Driving his captive cattle home.
Of some he gashed the throats amain,
There where they Stood upon the ground ;
And some were ripped and rent in twain.
Then two white-footed rains he found ;
25
Digitized by
AIA2
ρίπτει θερίσας, τον δ* ορθόν ἄνω
κίονι δήσας	24
μεηαν ιπποδετην ρυτήρα λαβών
παίει Xiyvpa μάστιγι διπλῇ,
κακὰ δεννάζων ἡήμαθ’, α δαίμων
κοὐδεὶς ἀνδρῶν ἐδίδαξεν.
XOPOS
ὦρα τιν’ ἦδη τοι κράτα καλύμμασι	ἀντ.
κρυψάμενον ποδοιν κλοπάν άρέσθαι ἢ θοὺν είρεσίας ζυγὸν εζόμενον ποντοπόρφ ναϊ μεθ είναι.	251
τοίας ερεσσουσιν ἀπειλὰς δικρατεῖς Ἀτρεῖδαι καθ’ ημών πεφόβημαι λιθὁλευστον 'Άρη ξνναΧτγ€Ϊν μετά τοῦδε τυπείς, τον αίσ ι ἄπλατος ἴσχει.
Τ E ΚΜ Η2 2 Α
οὐκἔτι· λαμπρᾶς γἀγ ἄτερ στεροπής
αξας ὀξὺς νότος ὼς λήγει,
καὶ νῦν φρόνιμος νεον ἄλγος ἔχει*
τὺ γὰρ εσλεύσσειν οικεία πάθη,	20
μηδενὸς ἄλλου π α ραπράξ αντος,
μεγάλας ὸδύνας ύποτείνει.
Χ0Ρ02
ἀλλ’ εἰ πεπαυται, κάρτ &ν εύτυγεϊν δοκὼ· φρούδου yap ήδη του κακού μείων λἀγος.
ΤΕΚΜΗ22Α	Ι
πότερα	δ’ ἄν,	εἰ νἐμοι τις αΐρεσιν, λάβοις,	Ι
φίλους ανιών αυτός ήδονάς ἔχειν, ἡ κοινός	εν κοινοϊσι λυπεισθαι ξυνὼν;	Ι
Χ0Ρ02	^	J
τὸ τοι διπλάζον, ω yvvai, μεΐξον κακόν y
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Of one, beheaded first, the tongue He snipped, then far the carcase flung.
The other to a pillar lashed
Erect, with doubled rein, he thrashed,
And as he plied the whistling thong He uttered imprecations strong,
Dread words a god, no man, had taught.
CHORUS
*Tis time to veil the head and steal away (Anl.) On foot, or straight embarking ply the oar,
And let the good ship bear us from the bay;
Such bitter threats the Atridae on us pour.
Me too, if I be by him, they will stone;
He stands alone,
Fate marks him for her own.
TECMESSA
No more ; for like the southern blast When lightnings flash, his rage is past.
But, now he is himself again,
Reviving memory brings new pain.
What keener anguish than to know	«
Thyself sole cause of self-wrought woe ?
CHORUS
Nay, if he have surcease, good hope is mine All may be well, for men are less concerned With evil doing when the trouble’s past.
TF.CMESSA
Come tell me, which wouldst choose, if choice were free,
To vex thy friends while thou thyself wert glad,
Or share the pain, grieving with them that grieve ?
CHORUS
The twofold sorrow, lady, is the worse.
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TEKMH22A
ἡμεῖς ἄρ’ οὐ νοσοῦντες ἀτώμεσθα νῦν.
Χ0Ρ02
πώς τοντ ἔλεξας; οὐ κάτοιδ’ ὅπως λἐγεις. ΤΕΚΜΗ22Α
ἀνὴρ ἐκεῖνος, ἡνίκ’ ἦν ἐν τῇ νὁσῳ, αντος μὲν ηδεθ* οἷσιν εϊχετ ἐν κακοῖς, ἡμᾶς δὲ τοὺς φρονούντας ηνία ξυνών νυν δ’ ὡς εΧηξε κάνεπνευσε τἧς νόσου, κεῖνος τε λὑπῃ πᾶς πίληλαται κακῇ ἡμεῖς θ’ ομοίως οὐδὲν ἧσσον ἢ ττ ορος. α ρ ἔστι ταῦτα δὶς τὁσ’ ἐξ ἁπλῶν κακά; ΧΟΡΟ 2
ξύμφημι δή σοι καὶ δέδοικα μὴ ’κ Θεοῦ πληγή τις ἤκῃ.1 πώς γάρ, εἰ πεπεισμένος μηδὲν τι μᾶλλον ἢ νόσων εὐφραίνεται;
ΤΕΚΜΗ22Α
ώς ώδ’ ἐχὁντων τῶνδ’ ἐπίστασθαί σε χρή. Χ0Ρ05
τίς 7ἀθ 7Γ0Τ* ὰρχὴ τοῦ κακού προσεπτατο; δήΧωσον ἡμῖν τοῖς ξυναλγοῦσιν τὐχας. ΤΕΚΜΗ22Α
ἅπαν μαθήσει τοὕργον ως κοινωνὸς ὦν. κείνος γὰρ άκρας νυκτός, ηνίχ ἔσπεροι λαμπτῆρες οὐκέτ’ ἦθον, άμφηκες Χαβών εμαίετ ἔγχος εξόδους ερπειν κενάς. κἀγὼ 'πιπΧήσσω καὶ λέγω* τί χρήμα δρας, Αϊας; τί τήνδ’ ἄκλητος οὔθ’ υπ’ ἀγγίλων κληθείς άφορμας πείραν ούτε του κΧύων σάΧπιγγος; ἀλλὰ νῦν γε πᾶς εὕδει στρατός, ό δ'είπε πρός με βαί’, ἀεὶ δ’ υμνούμενα·
1 f[icoiMSS., Suidae corr.
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AJAX
TECMESSA
Then are we losers now our plague is past.
CHORUS
What meanest thou ? it passes my poor wit.
TECMESSA .
Yon man, while stricken, had himself delight In his sick fancies, though his presence grieved Us who were sane ; but now that he is whole,
Eased of his frenzy, he is racked with grief,
And we are no less troubled than before.
Are there not here two ills in place of one ?
CHORUS
’Tis even so, and much I fear it prove A stroke from heaven, if indeed, now cured,
He is no gladder than he was when sick.	——
TECMESSA
His case is as thou sayest, rest assured.
CHORUS
But tell us how the plague first struck him down.
We share thy sorrow and would know it all.
TECMESSA
Hear then the story of our common woe.
At dead of night when all the lamps were out,
He took his two-edged sword, as if intent On some wild expedition. So I chid him,
Saying, “ What dost thou, Ajax, why go forth ?
No summons, messenger or trumpet blast,
Hath called thee ; nay, by now the whole host sleeps.” He answered lightly with an ancient saw,
29
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γύναι, γυναιξι κόσμον ἡ σιγὴ φέρει, κονγώ μαθούσ ἕλη ξ’, ὁ δ* ἐσσὑθη μόνος, και τὰς ἐκεῖ μὲν οὐκ ἔχω λέγειν πάθας* ἔσω δ’ ἐσῆλθε συνδἐτους ἀγων ὁμοῦ ταύρους, κύνας βοτήρας, εὑερὁν1 τ’ ἄγραν. καὶ τοὺς μὲν ηύχένιζε, τοὺς δ’ ἄνω τρόπων έσφαζε κάρράχιζε, τοὺς δὲ δέσμιους ήκίζεθ' ώστε φωτας εν ττοίμναις ττίτνων.	300
τίλος δ’ ύπάξας διά θνρων σκιά τινι λἀγους άνέσπα, τοὺς μὲν Ατρειδών κάτα, τοὺς δ’ ἀμφ* Ὀδυσσεῖ, συντιθεϊς γἐλων πολὑν, ὅσην κατ’ αυτών ΰβριν εκτίσαιτ ίων κἄπειτ’ επάξας αυθις ες δόμους πάλιν, εμφρων μόλις πως ξὺν χρόνω καθίσταται, και πλήρες ατης ως διοπτεύει στένος, παίσας κάρα ’θώϋξεν εν δ’ ερειπίοις νεκρών ερειφθεις εζετ άρνείου φόνου, κόμην ἀπρὶξ ὄνυξι συλλάβων χερί.	310
καὶ τὸν μὲν ἦστο πλεῖστον άφθογγος χρόνον επειτ ἐμοὶ τὰ δείν’ έπηπείλησ ἔπη, εἰ μὴ φανοίην παν τὺ συντυχόν πάθος, κάνηρετ εν τω π ρ άη ματ ος κυροί ποτε. κάηώ, φίλοι, δείσασα τούξειρηασμόνον ελεξα παν οσόνπερ εξηπιστάμην. ο δ’ εὐθὺς έξωμωξεν οῖμωγὰς λυγράς, ας ουποτ αυτού πρόσθεν είσήκουσ ἐγώ* πρὸς γὰρ κακού τε και βαρυψυ^ρυ γόους τοιούσδ’ ἀεί ποτ’ άνδρός εξψγειτ ἔχειν	320
ἀλλ’ άψόφητος οξέων κω κυμάτων ύπεστέναζε ταύρος ως βρυχωμενος. νῦν δ’ ἐν τοιαδε κείμενος κακή τύχη 1 ctiictpcov MSS., Schneidewin corr.
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“ Woman, for women silence is a grace.” Admonished thus I held my tongue; but he Sped forth alone. What happened afterwards I know not, but he came back with his spoil, Oxen and sheep dogs with their fleecy charge. Some he beheads, of some the upturned necks He cuts, or cleaves the chine ; others again He buffeted and mangled in their bonds, Mauling the beasts, as if they had been men.
At last he darted through the door and held Wild converse with some phantom of the brain; Now the Atridae, and Odysseus now,
He mocked with peals of laughter, vaunting loud The vengeance he had wreaked on them. Anon He rushed indoors again ; and then in time With painful struggles was himself again.
And as he scanned the havoc all around,
He smote his head and wailed and sank to earth, A wreck among the wreck of slaughtered sheep, Digging into his hair his clenched nails.
At first—a long, long while—he spake no word, Then against me he uttered those dire threats,
If ϊ declared not all that had befallen,
Bidding me tell him in what plight he stood.
And I a-tremble told him what had chanced,
So far as I had knowledge. Whereat he Broke into lamentations, piercing, shrill,
Such as I ne’er had heard from him before.
For ’twas his creed that wailings and lament Are for the craven and faint-hearts ; no shrill Complaint escaped him ever; his low moan Was like the muffled bellowing of a bull.
But now, confounded in his abject woe,
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ἄσιτος ἀνήρ, ἄποτος, ἐν μἑσοις βοτοΐς
σιδηροκμησιν ήσυχος θακει πεσών
καὶ οῆλὸς ἐστιν ὦς τι δρασείων κακόν.
τοιαντα yap πως καὶ λέγει κωδύρεται.
ἀλλ’, ώ φίλοι, τούτων yap ουνεκ ἐστάλην,
ἀρήξατ* εἰσελθὁντες, εἰ δύνασθε τι*
φίλων γὰρ οἱ τοιοίὃε νικωνται λἀγοις.	330
ΧΟΡΟΣ
Τέκμησσα, δεινὸς παΐ Τελεύταντος, λἐγεις ἡμῖν, τὸν ἄνδρα διαπεφοιβάσθαν κακοῖς.
ΑΙΑ2
Ιώ μοι μοι.
ΤΕΚΜΗ22Α
τάχ’, ώς ἔοικε, μᾶλλον rj ονκ ηκονσατε Αἴαντος οιαν τήνδε θωνσσει βοήν;
ΑΙΑΧ
Ιω μοι μοι.
ΧΟΡΟ^
ἀνὴρ ἔοικεν ἢ νοσεῖν ἢ τοῖς πάλαι νοσήμασιν ξυνοῦσι ΧνπεΙσθαι παρών.
ΑΙΑ2
ίω παῖ παῖ.
ΤΕΚΜΗ32Α
ώμοι τάλαιν’· Εὐρύσσκες, ἀμφὶ σοι /3οᾶ.	340
τί ποτε μενοινα; που ποτ el; τdXcuv ἐγώ.
Α1Α2
Τεῦκρον καλώ, ποῦ Τεὓςρος; ἡ τὸν εἰσαεὶ λεηλατήσει χρόνον, ἀγὼ δ* άπόΧΧυμαι;
Χ0Ρ02
ἀνὴρ φρονεῖν ἔοικεν. ἀλλ’ ανοίγετε, τἀγ’ ἀν τιν’ αιδώ κἀπ’ ἐμοὶ βΧεψας Χάβοι.
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Refusing food or drink, he sits there still,
Just where he fell amid the carcases Of the slain sheep and cattle. And ’tis plain He meditates some mischief, so I read His muttered exclamations and laments.
Come, friends, and help me, if so be ye can—
This was my errand—men in case like his Are won to reason by the words of friends.
CHORUS
Tecmessa, daughter of Teleutas, dread Thy tidings of our master thus distraught.
AJAX
Woe, woe is me !
TECMESSA
Worse is to come, I fear me. Heard ye not The voice of Ajax — that heartrending cry ?
AJAX
Woe, woe is me !
CHORUS
*Tis a fresh fit, methinks, or else he groans At sight of all the ills his frenzy wrought.
AJAX
My son, my son !
TECMESSA
Ah me ! Eurysaces, ’tis for thee he calls.
What would he ? Where art thou, my son ? ah me !
AJAX
Ho Teucer! where is Teucer ? Will his raid End never ? And the while I am undone !
CHORUS
He seems himself again. Quick, ope the door. Perchance the sight of us his humble friends May bring him to a soberer mood.
33
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ΤΕ ΚΜ Η 22 Α
ιδού, διοικώ· π ρο σ βλέπε ιν δ’ ἔξεστι σοι τὰ τοῦδε πράγη, καυτός ως ἔχων κυρεῖ.
AIAS
ίω	στρ. α'
φίλοι νανβάται, μόνοι εμων φίλων, μόνοι ἔτ’ ἐμμένοντες ὸρθῷ νὁμῳ,	350
ἴδεσθέ μ olov άρτι κύμα φοινίας ὑπὸ ζάλης άμφίδρομον κυκλεῖται.
XOPOS
οἴμ’ ως εοικας όρθα μαρτυρεῖν ἄγαν. δηλοῖ δὲ Tovpyov ως ἀφροντίστως ἔχει.
ΑΙΑ5
> ν	>	/
!ύ>	αντ. α
γένος ναί'ας αρωγόν τέγνας, ἄλιον ος έπέβας ἐλίσσων πλάταν,
σὲ τοι σέ τοι μόνον δέδορκα πημοναν έπαρκέσοντ* 360 ἀλλά με συνδάίξον.
Χ0Ρ02
εύφημα φώνει· μὴ κακόν κακψ διδούς ακος, πλέον τὺ πῆμα τῆς ἄτης τίθει.
ΑΙΑ2
ὁρᾴς τὸν θρασύν, τον ενκάρδιον,	στ ρ. yS'
τον ἐν δαίοις ατρεστον μάχαις, ἐν άφόβοις με θηρσι δεινόν χέρας; ωμοί γέλωτος, οἷον υβρίσθην α ρα.
ΤΕΚΜΗ22Α
μή, δέσποτ’ Αἴας, λίσσομαι σ’, αὑδα τάδε.
ΑΙΑ2
οὐκ εκτός; ούκ αψορρον έκνεμεϊ πόδα;
αίαῖ αίαι.	370
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AJAX
TECMESSA
I open,
And thou mayst view his works and his own plight.
AJAX
Mariners, ever leal and true,	{Str. 1)
Alas my friends have left me, all but you,
See how disasters whelmed me like a flood,
And now I welter in a surge of blood.
CHORUS
Ah, lady, thy report was all too true,
Too clear the tokens of an unhinged brain.
AJAX
Sailors brave, whose flashing oar	{Ant. 1)
Swift and sure the good ship bore,
To you I look for comfort, none but you ;
Come slay me too.
CHORUS
O hush, essay not ill by ill to cure,
Nor aggravate the burden of thy doom.
AJAX
See’st thou the bold, stout-hearted knight {Str. 2) Who never quailed to face the fight,
Now on tame beasts that fear no harm He proves the puissance of his arm.
Ah me ! the mockery, the scorn, the shame !
TECMESSA
Ajax, my dearest master, speak not so.
AJAX
Out with thee, woman ; hence, avaunt, begone !
Ah ine ! ah me !
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X0P02
ω πρὸς θεών ὑπεικε καὶ φρόνή&ον ευ.
ΑΙΑ2
ὦ δύσμορος, ος χερὶ μὲν	^
μεθῆκα τοὺς άλάστορας, ἐν δ’ ἑλικεσσι βονσι και κλυτοῖς πεσὼν αΙποΧίοις ερεμνόν αϊμ ἔδευσα.
Χ0Ρ02
τί δῆτ’ ἄν ἀλγοίης ἐπ’ ἐξειργασμἑνοις; οὐ γὰρ γένοιτ’ ἄν ravff ὅπως οὐχ ώδ’ ἔχειν.
ΑΙΑ2
ἰὼ πάνθ’ ὁρῶν ἁπάντων τ’ ἀεὶ	ἀντ. β'
κακών opyavov, τεκνον Ααρτίον, κακοπινεστατόν τ’ ἄλημα στρατόν, ἦ που πολὺν γέλωθ’ ὑφ* ἡδονῆς ἄγεις.
XOPOS
ξύν τοι θεῷ πᾶς καὶ γελᾴ κὼδὑρεται.
ΑΙΑ2
ἴδοιμι μήν1 νιν, καίπερ ὦδ’ ἀτώμενος. ἰώ μοι μοι.
ΧΟΡΟ 2
μηδὲν μἐγ’ εἵντης· οὐχ ὁρᾴς ἵν’ εἶ κακόν;
ΑΙΑ2
ὦ Ζεῦ, προγόνων προπάτωρ, ττώς αν τον αΙμνΧώτατον, εχθρόν ἄλημα, τοὺς τε δισσάρχας όΧεσσας βασιλής τέλος θάνοιμι καυτός;
ΤΕΚΜΗ22Α
ὅταν κατενχρ τανθ\ ὁμοῦ κάμοί θανεῖν εὐχον τί γὰρ δεῖ ζῇν με σοῦ τεθ νη κότος ;
1 Dindorf adds μἡν.
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CHORUS
O listen, I adjure thee, and be ruled.	^ h
AJAX
Wretch to let those fiends, my foes, 1 Slip, while on the flock my blows And the goodly cattle rained,
Till with their dark blood all the house was stained.
CHORUS
Why vex thyself for what is past recall ?
What’s done is done and naught can alter it.
AJAX
Spy of the time, apt tool for any guile, (Ant. 2) t Of all the host the su blest knave, most vile,
Son of Laertes, loud and long, I trow,
Thou laughest in malignant triumph now.
CHORUS
Laughter or mourning comes as God ordains.
AJAX
Would I could see him, shattered though I be !
Ah me!
chorus ·
No boastful words ; see’st not thy piteous case ?
AJAX
O Zeus, my grand sire, would that I . Might slay that knave, my bane,
That arch-dissembler and the generals twain.
Then let me die !	*
TECMESSA
When thus thou prayest, pray that I with thee May die; why should I Jive when thou art dead ?
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Ιω #	στρ. γ'
σκότος, ἐμὺν φάος,
ἔρεβος ὦ φαεννὁτατον, ώς ἐμοι,
Ιλ,εσθ’ ἔλεσθέ μ’ οίκήτορα,
ἔλεσθέ μ’· οὔτε γὰρ θεῶν γὲν0? οὔθ’ άμερίων
ἔτ’ ἄξιος βλέπειν τιν’ εἰς δνασιν ανθρώπων.
ἀλλά μ* ἁ Διὸς
ἀλκίμα θεὺς
ὸλέθρι’ αίκίζει.
ποῖ τις οὖν φύγῃ;
ποῖ μόλων μένω;
εἰ τὰ μὲν φθίνει, φίλοι, τοιοῖσδ’1
ὁμοῦ πελας, μώραις δ’ άηραις προσκείμεθα,
πας δὲ στρατός δίπαλτος αν με
χειρί φονενοι.
TEKMH2SA
ώ δυστάλαινα, τοιάδ’ ἄνδρα χρήσιμον φωνεΐν, α πρόσθεν οντος ούκ ετλη ποτ αν.
400
410
ΑΙΑ2
* \	if
ιω	αντ. γ
πόροι άλίρροθοι .
παραλά τ άντρα καί νέμος επάκτιον,
ττολὺν πολύν με δαρὸν τε δὴ
κατείχετ ἀμφὶ Τροίαν χρόνον ἀλλ’ οὐκέτι μ’, οὐκ ἔτ’ άμπνοάς εχοντα· τοῦτο τις φρονών ἴστω. ὦ Χκαμάνδριοι 'γείτονες ροαί,
εΰφρονες Άργείοις,	420
οὐκέτ’ ἄνδρα μὴ τὁνδ’ ἵδητ’, ἔπος
1 τοῖσδ’ MSS., Jebb corr.
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AJAX
O woe is me!	(Str. 3)
Darkness, my light!
0	nether gloom to me more bright
Than midday, take, O take me to your care!
1	am too vile to share
The kindly aid of mortals, and the gods
Have left me. Nay, the Warrior Maid, Zeus-born,
Laughs me to scorn ;
I quail beneath her rods.
Whither to fly ? What hope of rest is left,
If of my ancient fame bereft,
Dead as these slaughtered sheep around me slain,
A madman’s crown I gain,
While all the host at my devoted head Would strike, and smite me dead ?
TECMESSA
Ah me that one so good should utter words That hitherto he ne’er had deigned to breathe !
AJAX
Paths of the roaring waves,	(Ant. 3)
Ye salt sea caves
And pastures by the shore,
Where long, too long I roam In Troy-land, far from home ;
Me shall ye see no more —
No more in life. Give ear All who can hear.
Streams of Scamander, rills That flow from Ida’s hills,
Streams to the Greeks so dear,
Ne’er shall ye look on Ajax more;
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ἐξερῶ μέγ’, οἷον οντινα
Τροία στρατόν δέργθη χθονὸς μολὁντ’ ἀπὸ
Ἕλλανίδος· τανῦν ο’ άτιμος
ὧδε πρόκειμαι.
XOPOS
οὔτοι σ’ ἀπείργειν οὐδ’ ὅπως ἐῶ λἐγειν ἔχω, κακοῖς τοιοῖσδε σνμπβπτωκότα,
ΑΙΑ2
αίαῖ· τίς ἄν ποτ’ ᾤεθ’ ώδ’ επώνυμου	430
τοὐμὸν ξυνοίσειν όνομα τοῖς ἐμοῖς κακοῖς;
νῦν γὰρ πάρεστι καὶ δὶς αἰάξειν ἐμοὶ
καὶ τρίς· τοιούτοις γὰρ κακοῖς ἐντυγχάνω*
ὅτου πατὴρ μὲν τῆσδ’ ἀπ’ Τδαίας χθονὸς
τὰ πρώτα καλλιστεῖ’ ἀριστεύσας στρατόν
προς οίκον ἦλθε πάσαν βνκΧειαν φέρων
ἐγὼ δ’ ὁ κείνου παῖς, τον αὐτὸν ἐς τόπον
Τροία? ἐπελθὼν οὐκ ἐλάσσονι σθένει
οὐδ’ ἔργα μείω χειρὸς άρκέσας έμής,
άτιμος Ἀργείοισ/ν ώδ’ ἀπὁλλυμαι.	440
Καίτοι τοσοῦτον γ’ ἐξεπἵστασθαι δοκὼ·
νὶ ζῶν Ἀχιλλεὺς τῶν οπΧων των ων πέρι
Kplveiv ἔμελλε κράτος άριστβίας τινι,
οὐκ Αν τις αν τ’ ἔμαρῆτεν ἄλλος ἀντ* ἐμοῦ.
νῦν δ* αὑτ* Ἀ τ ρεῖδαι φωτὶ παντονργφ φρένας
όπραξαν, ἀνδρὸς τοῦδ’ άπώσαντες κράτη.
κεἰ μὴ τὁδ’ ὄμμα καὶ φρένες διάστροφοι
γνώμης ἀττῆξαν τῆς ἐμῆς, οὐκ ἄν ποτε
δίκην κατ’ ἄλλου φωτός ώδ’ ἐψήφισαν.
νῦν δ* ἡ Διὸς γοργῶπις αδάματος θεὰ	450
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AJAX
A paladin whose peer
(For I will utter a proud boast)
In all the Grecian host
That sailed from Hellas’ shore
Troy ne’er beheld. But now
Low in the dust, o’erthrown, his head doth bow.
CHORUS
How to restrain or how to let thee speak I cannot tell, beset by endless woes.
AJAX
Ay ine ! Whoe’er had thought how well my. name Would fit my misery ? Ay me! Ay me !1 Yea, twice and thrice may I repeat the wail That syllables my woe-begone estate.
My sire, a peerless warrior, home returned Back from the land of Ida, crowned with fame, Proclaimed as champion bravest of the brave.
And I, his son, in might not less than he,
Sailed after him to this same land of Troy,
And served the host by deeds of no less worth,
And for reward I perish by the Greeks Dishonoured. Yet one thing I know full well : ^ If to Achilles living it had fallen His arms as meed of valour to award,
No man had grasped the prize, preferred to me.
But now the Atridae, scouting my just claim,
Have yielded to a miscreant’s base intrigue.
Had not mine ey$s been dazed, my mind distraught And wrested from its purpose, they had never Procured false sentence ’gainst a second man,
Alas ! the griin-eyed goddess, unsubdued Daughter of Zeus—as I was at their heels,
1 Like Shakespeare’s ‘Gaunt’ {Richard IF II, i) ho plays QV hjs liaipe Aim,
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ΑΙΑ 2
ἤδη μ’ ἐπ’ αὐτοῖς χειρ’ ἐπεντύνοντ’ ὑμὴν
εσφηΧεν, έμβαΧοΰσα λυσσώδη νόσον,
ώστ* ἐν τοιοῖσδε χεῖρας αἱμάξαι βοτοις·
κείνοι δ’ επεγγεΧώσιν εκπεφευγότες,
ἐμοῦ μὲν οὐχ ἑκὁντος· εἰ δέ τις θεῶν
βΧάπτοι, φνγοι τὰν %ὼ κακὸς τὸν κρείσσονα.
καὶ νῦν τί χρὴ δρᾶν; ὅστις εμφανως θεοῖς
ἐχθαίρομαι, μισεῖ δἐ μ’ Ἑλλήνων στρατός,
ἔχθει δὲ Τροία ττᾶσα καὶ πεδία τάδε.
πότερα πρὸς οἵκους, ναύλοχους λιπών ἔδρας 46C
μόνους τ ’Ατρείδας, πέΧαγος Αίγαΐον ire ρω;
καί ποιον 6 μ μα πατρὶ δηλώσω φανείς
Τελαμώνι; πω? με τλήσεταί ποτ* είσιδεΐν
γυμνόν φανέντα τῶν αριστείων ατερ,
ων αυτός εσχε στέφανον εύκΧείας μέγαν;
ούκ ἔστι τ ονργον τ λητὸν, ἀλλὰ δῆτ’ ἰὼν
πρὸς ἔρυμα Τρώων, ξυμπεσών μόνος μόνοις
και δ ρω ν τι χρηστόν, εἶτα Χοίσθιον θ άνω;
ἀλλ’ ωδέ γ* ’Ατρείδας ἄν εύφράναιμί που.	\
ούκ ἔστι ταῦτα, πειρα τις ζητητέα	470
τοιάδ’ ἀφ’ ἦς γέροντι δηλώσω πατρὶ
μή τοι φύσιν γ ἄσπλαγχνος ἐκ κείνου γεγιος·
αισχρόν γὰρ ἄνδρα τοῦ μακροΰ χρηζειν βίου,
κακοισιν ὅστις μηδέν εξαΧΧάσσεται.
τί γὰρ παρ’ ἦμαρ ημέρα τέρπειν ἔχει
προσθεΐσα κάναθεισα του γε κατσανεΐν;
ούκ ἄν πριαίμην ούδενός Χογου βροτόν
ὅστις κεναΐσιν εΧπίσιν θερμαίνεται·
ἀλλ’ ἢ καλῶς ζῇν ἢ καλώς τεθνηκέναι	\
τον εύγενή χρή. πάρτ άκήκοας λόγον.	430
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Almost at grips with them, in act to strike—
Foiled me, abused me by a frenzy fit,
Imbrued my hands with blood of these poor beasts. And thus my foes exult in their escape,
Albeit I willed it not, and mock at me.
But if some god or goddess intervene, /
Even a knave may worst the better man.
And now what’s left me ? By the gods, ’tis clear,
I am detested, hated by the host
Of Greeks, abhorred by Troy and all the camp.
Shall I sail homeward o’er the Aegean, leave The sons of Atreus to fight on alone,
This roadstead undefended ? Then how face My father Telamon? How will he endure To look on me returning empty-handed Without the meed of valour that he held Himself, a crown of everlasting fame ?
That were intolerable. Am I then Alone to storm the Trojan battlements,
And facing single-handed a whole host,
Do some high deed of prowess—and so die ?
Nay, that methinks would give the Atridae joy.
It may not be ; some emprise must be found That shall convince my aged sire his son .
Is not, in soul at least, degenerate.
Base were it that a man whose misery Knows neither change nor respite should desire To drain life to the dregs. What joy is there ?
Day follows day ; each added to the sum Of life is one step nearer to the grave.
I would not count that mortal worth a doigt Who lives on, fed by visionary hopes.
Nobly to live—that is the true knight’s choice,
Or nobly end his life, I have said my say.
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XOPOS
οὐδεὶς ἐρεῖ ττοθ' ώς ύττόβΧητον Xoyov,
Αἴας, ελεξας, ἀλλὰ τῆς σαυτοΰ φρενός· τταύσαί γε μέντοι καί δὺς ἀνδράσιν φίλοις γνώμης κράτη σ αι, τάσδε φροντίδας μεθείς.
ΤΕΚΜΗ22Α
ὦ δέσποτ Αίας, της αναγκαίας τύχης
ούκ ἔστιν οὐδὲν μεῖζον άνθρωττοις κακόν.
ἐγὼ δ’ εΧευθέρον μὲν ἐξέφυν πατρὸς,
εἴπερ τινος σθένοντος ἐν πλούτῳ Φρυγών
νῦν δ* εἰμὶ δούλη· θεοῖς γἀΡ ὦδ* ἔδοξε που
καὶ σῇ μάλιστα χειρί. τοιηαρούν, ἐπεὶ	490
τὺ σὺν λέχος ξυνῆλθον, εὖ φρονώ τα σά,
καί σ’ ἀντιάζω πρός τ’ εφεστίου Διὸς
εὐνῆς τε τῆς σῆς, ἦ συνηΧΚάχθης ἐμοί,
μη μ αξίωσης βαξιν αλγεινήν λαβεῖν
των σών υπ’ εχθρών, χειρίαν εφείς τινι.
ἦ γὰρ θάνης σὺ καὶ τεΧευτήσας άφης,
τ αυτή νόμιζε κάμε τη τὁθ’ ἡβέρα
βία ξυναρττασθεϊσαν Ἀργείων υπο
ξύν παιδὶ τῷ σῷ δονΧίαν εξειν τροφήν.
καί τις ττικρον ττρόσφθεγμα δεσττοτών ἐρεῖ 500
λἀγοις ίάτττων· ἴδετε τὴν όμεννέτιν
Α ἴα ντος, ὺς μέτγιστον ϊσχυσεν στρατού,
οἵας Χατρείας ἀνθ’ ὅσου ζηΧου τρέφει.
τοιαύτ ἐρεῖ τις· κἀμἔ μὲν δαίμων ελα,
σοὶ δ’ αισχρά τάττη ταῦτα καὶ τῷ σῷ γἐνει.
ἀλλ’ αϊδεσαι μεν ττατέρα τον σόν ἐν λυγρῷ
7ήρᾳ προΧείπων, αϊδεσαι δὲ μητέρα
πολλών ετών κΧηρούχον, ή σε πολλάκις
θεοῖς άράται ζώντα ττ ρος δόμους μολεῖν
οϊκτιρε δ\ ὦναξ, πμῖδα πὸρ σὸν, εἰ πὶας	510
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CHORUS
No marl will charge thee, Ajax, with feigned words. ’Twas thy heart spoke; yet pause and put aside These dark thoughts; let thyself be ruled by friends.
TECMESSA
Ah, my lord Ajax, heavier lot is none Than to lie helpless in the coils of fate.
I was the daughter of a high-born sire Of Phrygians unsurpassed in wealth and might.
And now, I am a slave ; ’twas so ordained By Heaven, methinks, and by thy might of aim. Since fate has willed, then, I should share thy bed, Thy good is mine ; and O by the god of the hearth,
0	by the wedded bond that made us one,
Let me not fall into a stranger’s hand,
A laughing-stock! For, surely, if thou die And leave me widowed, on that very day
1	shall be seized and haled away by force,
I and thy son, prey to the Argive host,
Our portion slavery. Then shall I hear
The flouts and gibes that my new lords let fly.
“ Look on her,” one will say, “ the leman once Of Ajax, mightiest of the Argive chiefs,
How has she fallen from her place of pride ! ”
Thus will they prate, and hard will be my lot,
But on thy race and thee how foul a slur.
Take pity and bethink thee of the sire Thou leavest, an old man, disconsolate;
Bethink thee of thy mothefr bowed with years,
Think of her prayers and vows for thy return.
And, O my lord, take pity on thy son,
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τροφής στερηθείς σοῦ διοίσεται μόνος
υπ' όρφανιστών μὴ φίλων, ὅσον κακόν
καιν ψ τε κάμοί τ ονθ\ όταν θάνης, νεμεῖς.
ἐμοὶ γὰρ οὐκέτ’ ἔστιν εἰς ὅ τι βλέπω
ττλὴν σοῦ. σὺ γὰρ μοι πατρίδ’ ήστωσας δὁρεε,
καί μητόρ ἄλλη μοίρα τον φύσαντά τε
καθειλον Ἀιδου θανάσιμους οΐκήτορας.
τίς δῆτ’ ἐμοὶ γένοιτ’ ἀν ἀντὶ σοῦ πατρίς;
τις πλοῦτος; ἐν σοὶ πᾶσ’ ἔγωγε σώζομαι.
ἀλλ’ ἵσχε κάρυον μνῆστιν ἀνδρί τοι χρεὼν 520
μνήμην προσ€ΐναι, τερπνόν εἶ τί που πάθοι.
γάρις βάριν yap ἐστιν ἡ τίκτουσ ἀεί*
οτου δ* ἀπορρεῖ μνῆστις εὖ πβπονθότος,
οὐκ ἄν γἐνοιτ’ ἔθ’ οὖτος εὐγετὴς ἀνήρ.
Χ0Ρ02
Αἴας, ἔχειν σ’ ἄν οίκτον ως κἀγὼ φρενὶ θέλοιμ’ ἄν αΐνοίης yap ἂν τὰ τῆσδ’ ἔ7τη.
ΑΙΑ2
καὶ κάρτ’ έπαινον τεὑξεται πρὸς γοῦν ἐμοῦ, ἐὰν μόνον τὺ ταχθὲν εὖ τόλμα τελεῖν.
ΤΕΚΜH22Α
ἀλλ’ ὦ φίλ’ Αἴας, πάντ ἔγωγε πείσομαι.
ΑΙΑ2
κὁμιζέ νυν μοι παῖδα τὸν ἐμὁν, ώς ἵδω.	530
ΤΕΚΜΙΙ25Α
καὶ μὴν φόβοισί y αυτόν ἐξελυσάμην.
ΑΙΑ2
ἐν τοἴσδε τοῖς κακοϊσιν; ή τί μοι λέγεις;
ΤΕΚΜΗ2ΧΑ.
μὴ σοι ye που δύστηνος άντήσας θάνοι.
ΑΙΑ2
πρέπον ye τ&ν ἦν δαίμονος τονμΌυ τόδε.
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Orphaned, without a father’s fostering care,
The ward of loveless guardians ; if thou die, What heritage of woe is his and mine !
For I have naught to look to anywhere Save thee. By thee my country was laid waste, My mother and my father too were snatched To dwell with Hades by another fate.
What home is left me then, if thou art ta’en ? What weal ? my welfare is bound up in thee. Think of me also : gratitude is due From man for favours that a woman gives. ' Kindness return of kindness e’er begets.
Who lets the memory of service pass Him will I ne’er with noble spirits rank.
CHORUS
Ajax, I would that thou wert moved as I To pity ; then wouldst thou approve her rede.
AJAX
Yea, and my full approval she shall win,
If only she take heart to do my hest.
TECMESSA
Aye, my dear lord, I will obey in all.
AJAX
Bring hither then my son, that I may see him.
TECMESSA
Oh, in alarm 1 sent him from my charge.
AJAX
When I was stricken ? Or what meanest thou ?
TECMESSA
Yea, lest the poor child meeting thee should die.
AJAX
That fate indeed had matched my fortunes well.
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TEKMHS2A
ἀλλ’ οὖν ἐγὼ *φύλαξα τοῦτο y άρκέσαι.
ΑΙΑ2
ἐπῄνεσ’ ἔργον καὶ πρόνοιαν ἢν ἔθου.
ΤΕΚΜΗ25Α
τί δῆτ’ ἄν ώς ἐκ τῶνδ’ &ν ώφελοΐμί σε;
AIAS
δός μοι προ<Τ€ΐπ€Ϊν αυτόν εμφανή τ’ ἰδεῖν. ΤΕΚΜΗ22Α
καὶ μὴν πέλας γε προσπὁλοις φυλάσσεται.
„ ΑΙΑ5
τί δῆτα μέλλει μὴ οὐ παρουσίαν ἔχειν;	540
ΤΕΚΜΗ25Α
ὦ παῖ, πατήρ καλεῖ σε. δεῦρο προσπόλων ay αὐτὸν ὅσπερ χερσίν ευθυνών κυρεις.
ΑΙΑ2
ίρποντι φωνεις ή λελειμμένω λόyωv;
ΤΕΚΜΗ22Α
καὶ δὴ κομίζει προσπόλων οΒ' iyyoOev.
ΑΙΑ2
αἶρ’ αυτόν, αἶρε δεῦρο· ταρβησει yap ου νεοσφαγη που τὁνδε προσλεύσσων φόνον, εἵπε^ δικαίως ἔστ’ ἑμὺς τὰ πατρόθεν. ἀλλ* αὐτίκ’ ώμοΐς αυτόν ἐν νὁμοις πατρὸς δεῖ πώλοΒαμνεΐν κάξομοιοΰσθαι φύσιν. ω π αι, y ένοιο πατρός ευτυχέστερος,	550
τὰ δ’ ἄλλ* ὅμοιος· καὶ y0voi αν ου κακός. καίτοι σε και νυν τούτο yε ζηλοϋν ἔχω, όθούνεκ ούΒέν τῶνδ’ επαισθάνει κακών εν τῷ φρονειν yap μηδὲν ἥδιστος βίος,
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TECMESSA
Well, I averted that calamity.
AJAX
Thy forethought and the action I commend.
TECMESSA
As the case stands, how can I do thy best ?
AJAX
Let me speak to him—see him face to face.
TECMESSA
Good; he is in our servants’ charge close by.
AJAX
Then wherefore is his coming thus delayed ?
TECMESSA
My child, thy father calls thee.
(To the servants)
Bring him hither,
Whoever of you guides his infant steps.
AJAX
Comes he, or has he failed to hear thy call?
TECMESSA
I see one just approaching with the boy.
(eury8Aces is led for/vard.)
AJAX
Lift him, O lift him to my arms; no dread,
If he be mine, his father’s true-born son,
He’ll feel in gazing on this fresh spilt blood.
He must be early trained and broken in To the stern rule of life his father held,
And moulded to the likeness of his sire.
My boy, mayst thou prove happier than thy sire, But like him in all else, and thou wilt prove No weakling; nay, e’en now, in this at least I envy thee : of woes thou wottest naught,
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[τὺ μὴ φρονεῖν yap κάρτ’ ἀνώδυνον κακόν]1 εως τὺ χαίρειν καὶ το Χνττεΐσθαι μάθης. ὅταν δ’ ἵκῃ πρὸς τοῦτο, δεῖ σ’ ὅπως πατρὸς δείξεις ἐν εχθροις, οἷος ἐξ οιου ’τράφης. τἐως δὲ κούφοις πνεύμασιν βάσκου, νέαν ψυχήν άτάΧΧων, μητρὶ τῇδε χαρμονήν, οΰτοι σ * Αχαιών, οἶδα, μή τι? ύβρίση στυγναῖσι Χώβαις, οὐδὲ χωρίς όντ'εμού. τοῖον πυλωρόν φύΧακα Τεῦκρον άμφί σοι Χείψω τροφή τ άοκνον ἔμπα, κεἰ τανῦν τηλωπὸς οίχνει, δυσμενών Θήραν ἔχων. ἀλλ’, ἄνδρες ἀσπιστῆρες, ἐνάλιος λεώς, ὑμῖν τε κοινήν τήνδ’ ἐπισκήπτω χάριν, κείνφ τ εμήν ayyeiXar εντοΧήν, ὅπως τον τταιδα τὁνδε πρὸς δόμους ἐμοὺς ἄγων Τελαμώνι δείξει μητρί τ’, Ἐριβοίᾳ λέγω, ὦς σφιν ηόνηται γη ρο βοσκός εἰσαεί,
[μέχρις οὖ μυχούς κίχωσι του κάτω Θεοῦ],2 καὶ τάμα τεύχη μήτ άγωνάρχαι τινός θησουσ Αχαιοις μην ο Χυμεων εμος. ἀλλ’ αὐτὸ μοι σύ, παῖ, Χαβών εττώνυμον, Εὐρύσακες, ἴσχε διὰ ττοΧυρράφου στρόφων ττόρττακος, ετττάβοιον αρρηκτον σάκος· τὰ δ’ αΧΧα τεύχη κοίν ἐμοὶ τεθάψεται. ἀλλ’ ὼ? τάχος τον τταιδα τὁνδ’ ἤθη δόχου και δώμα ττάκτου, μηδ’ εττισκήνους yόους δάκρυε· κάρτα τοι φίΧοίκτιστον yυvή. ττύκαζε θᾶσσον οὐ πρὸς Ιατρού σοφού θρηνεϊν εττφδάς πρὸς τομώντι ττήματι.
1	Omitted by Stobaeua.
2	Omitted as spurious by most Editors.
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For ignorance is life’s extremest bliss—
The years when joy and sorrow are both unknown. But when thou readiest manhood, then’s the time To prove the inbred virtue of thy race,
And shew thy father s foes whose son thou art. Meanwhile let light airs feed thee ; cherish thou Thy tender years to glad thy mother s heart.
Thou need’st not fear that any of the Greeks Will tease or vex thee, e’en when I am gone.
So stout a guardian will I leave in charge,
Whose watchful eye will slumber not, though now A foray ’gainst his enemies keeps him hence.
And ye, my seamen, comrades in the fight,
(On you no less than him I lay this charge Of love) to him convey my last behest.
Bid him from me take home this son of mine To Eriboea and to Telamon,
That he may comfort their old age till death.
And for my arms, let no Greek arbiter Of games (so bid him) nor my venomous foe Set them as prize for the Achaean host.
But this, the shield from which thou took’st thy name,1 Take this, my son, this sevenfold, spear-proof targe, Take it and wield it by the close-stitched thongs.
My other arms shall lie with me interred.
Quick, take th*e child, delay not; close the doors, Nor at the tent side moan and make lament.
In sooth a woman is a tearful thing.
Quick, make all fast: ’tis not a skilful leech Who mumbles charms o’er ills that need the knife.
1 Eurysaces means 4 broad shield.’
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ΒέΒοικ ἀκούων τήνδε τὴν προθυμίαν ον yap μ άρεσκει γλώσσα σου τεθηγμένη. ΤΕΚΜΗ22Α
ὦ Βέσποτ Αϊας, τί ποτε δρασείεις φρενί;
ΑΙΑ2
μὴ κρῖνε, μὴ Εξέταζε· σωφρονειν καλὸν.
Τ E ΚΜ H 2 ΖΑ.
οἴμ’ ώς άθυμω· καί σε πρὸ? τοῦ σοῦ τέκνου καί θεών ίκνοΰμαι, μὴ προδοὺς ἡμᾶς 7ἔ*Ι7· ΑΙΑ5
ἄγαν γε λυπεῖς· οὐ κάτοισθ’ ἐγὼ θεοῖς _ ώς οὐδὲν ἀρκεῖν εἵμ’ ὸφειλἑτης ἔτι;
ΤΕΚΜΗ22Α
εύφημα φώνει.
ΑΙΑ2
τοῖς άκούουσιν λέγε.
ΤΕ ΚΜ H 22 Α
σὺ δ’ οὐχὶ πείσει;
ΑΙΑ2
πὁλλ’ ἄγαν ήδη θροεῖς.
TEKMHS2A ταρβώ yap, ωναξ,
ΑΙΑ2
οὐ ξυνἐρξεθ’ ἁ>ς τάχος; ΤΕΚΜΗ22Α
πρὸς Θεών, μαΧάσσου.
ΑΙΑ2
μωρά μοι Βοκεΐς φρονεΐν, ει τ θύμον ήθος άρτι παιΒεύειν νοείς.
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CHORU8
I	tremble as 1 mark this eager haste :
Thy words are sharp as swords and like me not.
TECME8SA
O	my lord Ajax, what is in thy heart ?
AJAX
Question not, ask not; be discreet and wise.
TECMESSA
Ah me, I quail, I faint. O by thy child,
By heaven I implore thee, fail us not.
AJAX
Thou art importunate ; know’st not that I Henceforward owe no duty to the gods ?
TECMESSA
Oh hush, blaspheme not!
AJAX
Speak to ears that hear.
TECMESSA
Wilt thou not heed ?
AJAX
I	have heard from thee too much.
TECMESSA
Fear, my lord, makes me speak.
AJAX
Quick, close the doors.
TECME8SA
Yield, I implore thee.
AJAX
Fond simplicity
If at this hour thou think’st to mould my mood.
[Exit AJAX.
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ω κλεινὰ Χαλαμίς, σὺ μὲν που	στρ. α
ναίεις ἁλέπλακτοε, εὐδαίμων,
πᾶσιν περίφαντος ἀεί*
ἐγὼ δ’ ὁ τλαμων παλαιὸς ἀφ’ οὖ χρόνος
Ιδαῖα μίμνων λειμώνι’ ἔπαυλα μηνών
ἀνήριθμος αἰὲν εὐνῶμαι1
χρόνφ τρυνὁμενος,
κακαν ίλπίο ἔγων
ετι με ποτ ανυσειν
τὸν άπότροπον άίδηλον Ἀιδαν.
καί μοι Βυσθεράπβυτος Αἴας	ἀντ. α'
ξὑνεστιν ἔφεδρος, ώμοι μοι,
θεία μανία ξύναυλος·
ον εξεπὲμψω πρὶν δή ποτε θουρίφ
κρατοϋντ ἐν Ἀρει* νυν δ' αὖ φρενὺς οίοβώτας
φίλοι? μέγα πένθος ηΰρηται.
τα πριν δ’ ἔργα χεροῖν
μέγιστος ὰρετᾶς
άφιλα παρ9 άφιλοις
ἔπεπ’ ἔπεσε μελέοις Ἀτρείδαις.
στρ. β7
ἡ που παλαια μὲν σύντροφος 1 2 α μόρα, λευκφ δὲ γήρᾳ μάτηρ νιν όταν νοσοϋντα φρενομορως άκονση, αΐλινον αΐλινον
οὐδ’ οίκτράς yoov ορνιθος άηΒοΰς ἦσει δύσμορος, ἀλλ’ οξύτονους μὲν ῴδὰς
1	ίδαία μίμνων | λ*ιμωνία ιτοίαι, μἡλων | άνήριθμος αΐϊν «ὅνομαι L. ; Lobeck, Bergk, and Jebbcorr.
2	ivrpoiftos MSS., Nauck corr.
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CHORUS
Ah Salamis, blest isle,	(Str. 1)
Secure, serene,
Above the waves that lash thy shore,
As ocean’s queen,
Thou sittest evermore.
But I in exile drear,
Month after month, year after year,
On Ida’s meads must bivouac, all forlorn By time outworn;
And ever nearer, ever darker loom The night of Hades and eternal gloom.
And now to crown my grief	(Ant. 1)
Comes a new woe,
My leader Ajax, mad beyond relief,
By heaven laid low ;
How fallen from that impetuous chief,
Who sailed to meet the foe.
Now, to his friends’ distress,
He sits and broods in sullen loneliness ;
Those doughty deeds his right hand wrought Now count for naught,
And from that loveless pair, those men of sin,
No love but despite win.
(Sir. 2)
Ah, when his mother, blanched with age and frail
Hears of his shattered reason, what wild wail Will she upraise, a dirge of shrill despair,
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θρηνήσει, χερόπΧακτοι δ’
ἐν στέρνοισι πεσοΰνται
δοῦποι καὶ ποΧιάς ἄμυγμα χαίτας.
ἀντ. /S'
κρείσσων παρ* Ἀιδᾳ κεύθων 6 νόσων μάταν,
ός ἐκ πατρώας ήκων γενεάς ἄριστος 1
ποΧνπόνων ’Αχαιών,
οὐκέτι σνντρόφοις
ὸργαῖς ἔμπεδος, ἀλλ’ ἐκτὸς όμιΧεΐ.
ώ τ Χαμόν πάτερ, οΐαν σε μένει πνθέσθαι
παιδός Βύσφο^ον άταν,
αν ονπω τις εθρεψεν '
Βίων ΑίακιΒάν ατερθε τοῦδε.
ΑΙΑ2
άπανθ* ὁ μάκρος κάναρίθμητος χρονος φύει τ ἄδηλα καὶ φανέντα κρύπτεται· κοὐκ ἔστ’ άεΧπτον ούΒέν, ἀλλ’ άΧίσκεται χω δεινός ορκος χαί περισκεΧεις φρένες. κἀγὼ γάρ, ος τὰ οείν εκαρτέρονν τότε, βαφῇ σίδηρος ὼς εθηΧύνθην στοyoa πρὸς τησδε της <γνναικός· οικτίρω Βέ νιν yr)pav παρ έχθροις παΐδά τ ορφανόν Χιπεΐν. ἀλλ’ εἶμι πρός τε Χοντρά καί παρακτίους Χειμώνας, ως ἀν Χύμαθ άγνίσας έμά μηνιν βαρειαν εξαΧύξωμαι θεάς· μολὼν τε Χ&ρον ἔνθ’ ἄν άστιβή κίχω, κρύψω τόο ε<γχος τοὐμὸν, εχθιστον βεΧών, <γαίας όρύξας ένθα μη τις οψεται· ἀλλ’ αὐτὸ νὺ^ Ἀιδης τε σφζόντων κάτω. ἐγὼ γὰρ ἐξ ον χειρΧ τοντ εδεξάμην 1 ἄριστος added by Triclinius.
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(No plaintive ditty of the nightingale)
With beating of the breast and rending of white hair.
Better be buried with the dead	{Ant. 2)
Who lives with brain bewildered.
Of all the Greeks toil-worn Behold the noblest born,
Now from his native temper warped and strange, Whose thoughts in alien paths distracted range.
O wretched father, what a curse ’tis thine Upon thy son to hear—curse that on none E’er fell of all the Aeacidae’s great line Save him alone.
Enter ajax.
ajax
Time in its slow, illimitable course Brings all to light and buries all again ;
Strange things it brings to pass, the dreadest oath Is broken and the stubbomest will is bent.
E’en I whose will aforetime was as iron Steeled in the dipping, now have lost the edge Of resolution, by this woman’s words Unmanned, to pity melted at the thought Of her a widow and my orphan son Left amidst foemen. But I go my way To the sea baths and meadows by the beach,
That I may there assoil me and assuage The wrathful goddess, having purged my sin.
Then will I seek some solitary spot And hide this sword, of weapons most accursed, Deep under earth, consigned to Night and Hell, Where never eye of man may see it more ;
For since the day I hanselled it, a gift
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παρ’ "Εκτορος δώρημα δυσμενέστατου,
οΰπω τι κεδνὺν ίσχον Ἀργείων πάρα.
ἀλλ’ ἔστ’ ἀληθὴς ἡ βροτών παροιμία,
εχθρών Άδωρα δώρα κουκ όνήσιμα.
τοιγὰρ τὺ λοιπὸν εἰσόμεσθα μὲν θεοῖς
εϊκειν, μαθησὁμεσθα δ’ Ἀτρείδας σέβειν.
άρχοντες εἰσιν, ὦσθ’ ὺπεικτέον. τί μήν1;
καὶ γὰρ τὰ δεινὰ καὶ τὰ καρτερὡτατα
ἔποιμ’ ὺπείκει* τοῦτο μὲν νιφοστιβεΐς	670
χειμώνες εκχωρουσιν εύκάρπφ θέρει·
ἐξίσταται δὲ νυκτὺς αίανης κύκλος
τῇ λευκοπώλφ φέγγος ημέρα φλἐγειν
δεινών τ’ ἄημα πνευμάτων εκοίμισε
στένοντα πόντον· ἐν δ’ ὁ παηκρατης ὕπνος
λύει 7τεδήσας, οὐδ’ ἀεὶ λαβών ἔχει.
ἡμεῖς δὲ πῶς οὐ ηνωσόμεσθα σωφρονεΐν;
ἐγωγ’* 2 ἐπίσταμαι γὰρ ἀρτίως ὅτι
ὅ τ’ εχθρός ἡμῖν ἐς τοσὁνδ’ εχθαρτέος,
ως καί φιλησων αὖθις, ἔς τε τὸν φίλον	ggo
τοσαῦθ’ υπουργών ώφελεΐν βουλησομαι,
ως αἰὲν οὐ μενοῦντα* τοῖς πολλοῖσι γὰρ
βροτών Άπιστός εσθ* εταιρείας λιμήν.
ἀλλ’ ἀμφὶ μὲν τούτοισιν ευ σχησει· συ δε
ἔσω θεοῖς ελθοΰσα δια τάχους, ηύναι,
εΰγου τελεϊσθαι τοὐμὸν ὦν ἐρᾶ κέαρ.
υμείς ο , εταίροι, ταυτα τηοε μοι τάοε
τιμάτε, Τ εύκρφ τ’, ἢν μόλφ, ση μηνάτε
μίλειν μεν ημών, ευνοεΐν δ ὑμῖν Άμα.
ἐγὼ γὰρ εἶμ’ ἐκεῖσ’ ὅποι πορευτέον	690
1	τί μἡ MSS., Herwerden corr.
2	ἐγ& δ’ ἐπίσταμαι MSS., Blaydee corr.
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From Hector, my arch-enemy, to this hour,
No favour from Achaeans have I won.
So true the word familiar in mens mouths,
Λ foe’s gifts are no gifts and profit not.
Henceforward I shall know to yield to Heaven,
And school myself the Atridae to respect.
They are our rulers and obey we must;
How otherwise ? Dread potencies and powers Submit to law. Thus winter snow-bestrown Gives place to opulent summer. Night’s dim orb Is put to flight when Dawn with her white steeds Kindles the day-beams ; and the wind’s fierce breath Can lay the storm and lull the moaning deep.
E’en thus all-conquering sleep holds not for ever Whom he has bound, and must relax his grasp.
And we, shall we not likewise learn to yield ?
I most of all; for I have learnt, though late,
This rule, to hate an enemy as one
Who may become a friend, and serve a friend
As knowing that his friendship may not last.
An unsafe anchorage to most men proves The bond of friendship. As for present needs All shall be well. Woman, go thou within And pray the gods that all my heart’s desires May find their consummation to the full.
And ye, my comrades, see that ye respect,
No less than she, my wishes ; and enjoin On Teucer, when he comes, to care for me,
And show good will to you, my friends, withal.
For I am going whither I am bound.
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ὺμεῖς δ’ α φράξω Βράτε, καὶ τάχ ἄν μ ἴσως πὑθοισθε, κεἰ νῦν δυστυχώ, σεσωσμενον.
Χ0Ρ02
ἔφριξ* ερωτι, περιχαρὴς δ’ ἀνεπτὁμαν.	στρ.
ίω ἰὼ Πὰν Παν,
ὦ Πὰν Πὰν άλίπλayκτε, Κυλλανίας χωνοκτύπου πετραίας ἀπὸ δειράδος φάνη θ’, ώ θεών χοροποι ἄναξ, ὅπως μοι
Νύσια Κνώσι’ ορχηματ αύτοΒαή ξυνὼν ίάψης· 700 νῦν γὰρ ἐμοὶ μέλει χορεΰσαι.
'λκαρίων δ’ ὑπὲρ πελayεωv μόλων ἄναξ Ἀπόλλων
ὁ Δάλιος εϊηνωστος
ἐμοὶ ξυνείη διὰ παντός εΰφρων.
ἔλυσεν αίνον αχός ἀπ’ θεμάτων 'Άρης.	ἀντ.
ἰὼ ίώ, νυν αὖ,
νῦν, ώ Ζεῦ, πάρα λευκόν εύάμερον πελάσαι φάος
θοάν ώκυάλων νέων, οτ Αϊας	710
λαθίπονος πάλιν, θεῶν δ’ αὖ
ττάνθυτα θέσμι εξηνυσ ευνομία σέβων μ&γιστα.
πάνθ’ ὁ μέγα? χρονος μαραίνει,
κούΒεν άναύΒατον φατίσαιμ αν, εὐτέγ’ ἐξ ἀελπτων
Αἵας μετανεηνωσθη
θυμοΰ τ 1 ἈτρείΒαις μθγάλων τε νεικεων.
ΑΓΓΕΛΟΙ
ἄνδρες φίλοι, το πρώτον ἀγγεῖλαι θέλω*
Τεῦκρος πάρεστιν ἄρτι Μυσίων ἀπὸ	720
κρημνών μέσον δὲ προσ μόλων στρατήγιον κυΒάξεται τοΐς πάχτιν Ἀργείοις ὁμοῦ. στείχοντα yap προσωθεν αυτόν εν κυκλφ 1 θυμόν τ* or 0υμἀν MSS., Hermann corr.
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Do ye my bidding, and perchance, though now I suffer, ye may hear of my release.	[Exit ajax.
chorus
I thrill with rapture, all my heart upsprings ! (Str.)
Pan, Pan, O Pan, appear.
Come to us o’er the sea, sea-rover, leaving The ridges of Cylleito’s driven snow,
Come to us, hand in hand blithe dances weaving, Thou leader ,of the dance in heaven ; show Of Nysa and of Cnosos measures rare,
For in my rapture I the dance would share.
Come, and upon his footsteps swiftly follow,
Winging thy way across the Icarian main,
Show thy bright presence, Delos’ own Apollo,
God of my life, thou healer of all pain !
{Ant.)
Grim Ares from mine eyes the cloud of sadness Has lifted ; now the radiant Dawn anew,
Angel of light, and harbinger of gladness,
Visits our ships that swiftly cleave the blue.
O joy, when Ajax has forgot once more His woe, and turns the godhead to adore !
Due rites he pays with contrite heart and lowly.
O all-devouring time, what miracles Thou workest! lo, his feud forgotten wholly,
Ajax at peace with the Atridae dwells.
Enter messenger.
MESSENGER
Teucer is here—that, friends, is my first news—
Back from the Mysian highlands newly come.
But as he neared headquarters in mid camp,
He was beset with universal shouts Of obloquy ; they spied him from afar,
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μαθοντες ἀμφέστησαν, εἶτ’ ὸνείδεσιν ηρασσον ἔνθεν κανθόν οὔτις ἔσθ’ ος οὑ, τον τοῦ μανέντος κάπιβουΧεντον στρατού ξύναιμον ἀποκαλοῦντες, ώς οὐκ άρκέσοι το μὴ οὐ πὲτροισι πᾶς καταξανθεὶς θανεῖν ὦστ’ εἰς τοσοῦτον ἦλθον ὧστε καὶ χεροῖν κολεών ἐρυστὰ διεπεραιώθη ξίφη, λήγει δ’ ἔρις δραμοῦσα τοῦ προσωτάτω ἀνδρῶν βρόντων ἐν ξυναλλαγῇ λἀγου. ἀλλ’ ἡμὶν Αἴας ποῦ ’στιν, ὼ? φράσω τάδε; τοῖς κυρίοις yap πάντα χρὴ ΒηΧοΰν λἀγον. XOPOS
οὐκ ἔνδον, ἀλλὰ φρούδος άρτίως, νέας βουΧάς νεοισιν ἐγκαταζεύξας τρόποις. ΑΓΓΕΛ02
> \ > / ιου ιου·
βρα8εΐαν ἡμᾶς ὰρ’ ὁ τήνδε τὴν ὁδὺν πέμπων επεμψεν ἢ ἐφάνην ἐγὼ βραδὺς. XOPOS
τί δ’ ἐστὶ χρείας τῆσδ’ υπεσπανισμένον; ΑΓΓΕΛ02
τον ἄνδρ* ἀπηύδα Τεῦκρος ἔνδοθεν στέγης μὴ ’ξω παρήκειν, πρὶν παρών αὐτὸς τύχη. Χ0Ρ02
ἀλλ’ οΐγεταί τοι, προς το κέρΒιστον τραπείς γνώμης, θεοϊσιν ως καταΧΧαχθτ} γόΧου. ΑΓΓΕΛ02
ταῦτ’ ἐστὶ τάττΎ] μωρίας πολλῆς πλέα, εἴπερ τι Κάλχας εὖ φρονών μαντεύεται. Χ0Ρ02
ποιον; τί δ’ εἰδὼς τοῦδε πράηματος πάρει;1 1 πἐρι MSS., Schneidewin corr.
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And crowding round him as lie nearer came,
Rained on him taunts from this side and from that, Railed at the kinsman of the crazy wretch,
Plotter of mischief ’gainst the host—■“ To die By stoning, mauled and mangled, is thy doom; Think not* to ’scape it, villain,” so they cried.
It came to such a pass that swords were drawn And brandished ; then the riot, having run To the very verge of bloodshed, was allayed By intervention of the elder men.
But where is Ajax ? Him I fain would tell;
’Tis meet your lords should know whate’er befell.
CHORUS
He is not within; but now he went abroad,
Yoking some new resolve to his new mood.
MESSENGER
Alack, alack !
Too late then on this errand was I sent,
Or I, a laggard, have arrived too late.
CHORUS
What pressing business has been slackly done ?
MESSENGER
Teucer enjoined his brother should not forth,
Or quit his tent till he himself should come.
CHORUS
Well, he is gone, and with the best resolve ’
To make his peace with heaven.
MESSENGER
Folly sheer,
If there be sense in Calchas’ prophecy.
CHORUS
What prophecy ? what knowest thou thereof ?
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ΑΓΓΕΛ02
τοσοῦτον όΙΒα καί παρών έτύηχανον*
ἐκ γὰρ συνέδρου και τυραννικού κύκλου
Κάλχας μεταστάς οἷος Ατρειδών δίχα,	750
εἰς χεῖμα Τεύκρου δεξιὰν φιλοφρόνως
θεὶς εἶπε κάπέσκηψε, παντοία τέχνη
εἶρξαι κατ’ ἦμαρ τοὐμφανὲς τὺ νυν τόδε
Α ἴανθ’ ὑπὸ σκηναισι μηδ’ άφέντ εάν,
εἰ ζῶντ’ ἐκεῖνον εἰσιδεῖν θέλοι ποτέ.
ἐλᾴ γὰρ αυτόν τῇδε θ ή μέρα μόνη
Βίας ’Αβάνας μήνις, ώς ἔφη λέγων.
τὰ γὰρ περισσά κάνόνητα σώματα
πίπτειν βαρείαις προς θεών Βυσπραξίαις
εφασχ 6 μάντις, ὅστις ανθρώπου φύσιν	760
βλαστών ἔπειτα μὴ κατ’ άνθρωπον φρονή.
κείνος δ’ ἀπ’ οἵκων εὐθὺς ἐξορμώμενος
ἄνους καλώς λἑγοντος ηὑρέθη πατρός.
ὁ μὲν γὰρ αυτόν εννέπει· τέκνον, δὁρει
βούλου κρατεΐν μεν, συν θεφ δ’ ἀεὶ κρατεῖν.
ὁ δ’ ύψικόμπως κάφρόνως ήμείψατο·
πάτερ, θεοῖς μὲν κἀν ὁ μηδὲν ών ὁμοῦ
κράτος κατακτήσαιτ· ἐγὼ δὲ καὶ δίχα
κείνων πέποιθα τούτ επισπάσειν κλέος.
τοσόνΒ’ έκόμπει μύθον, είτα δεύτερον	770
δίας Ἀθάνας, ήνίκ ότρύνουσά νιν
ηύΒάτ ἐπ’ εχθροΐς χειρα φοινίαν τρέπειν,
τύτ αντιφωνεί Βεινον άρρητόν τ έπος·
άνασσα, τοῖς άλλοισιν Ἀργείων πέλας
ἴστω, καθ’ ἡμᾶς δ’ οὑποτ’ εκρήξει μάχη.
τοιοϊσΒέ τοι λὁγοισιν ἀστεργῆ θεᾶς
εκτήσατ ὸργήν, οὐ κατ’ άνθρωπον φρονών.
ἀλλ’ εἴπερ ἔστι τῇδε θήμέρα, τάχ αν
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MESSENGER
Thus much I know, for I was there. The seer Leaving the council of assembled chiefs,
From the Atridae drew aside and laid His right hand lovingly in Teucer’s hand,
And spake and charged him straitly by all means, For this one day whose light yet shines, to keep Ajax within his tent nor let him forth,
If he would see him still a living man.
“ Only to-day,” said Calchas, “ will the wrath Of dread Athena vex him, and no more. Overweening mortals waxing fat with pride Fall in their folly, smitten by the gods With dire disaster ” (so the prophet spake),
“ Whene’er a mortal born to man’s estate Exalts himself in thoughts too high for man.
Thus Ajax, e’en when first he left his home,
In folly spurned his father’s monishments—
‘ Seek victory, my son ’ (so warned the sire), ζ But seek it ever with the help of heaven.’
He in his wilful arrogance, replied, s Father, with gods to aid, a man of naught Might well prevail, but I without their help.’
Such was his haughty boast. A second time,
To Queen Athena, as she spurred him on To tum his reeking hand upon his foes,
He spake a blasphemous, outrageous word,
‘ Queen, stand beside the other Greeks ; where I Am posted, fear not that our ranks will break.’
Such vaunting words drew on him the dire wrath Of the goddess—pride too high for mortal man.
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γενοίμεθ’ αυτού συν θβφ σωτήριοι.
τοσαῦθ’ ὁ μάντις εἶφ*· ὁ δ’ εὐθὺς ἐξ ἔδρας 780
πἐμπει με σοι φ βροντά τάσδ’ ἐπιστολὰς
Τεῦκρος φυλάσσει ν. εἰ δ’ ἀπεστερήμεθα,
οὐκ ἔστιν ἀνὴρ κεῖνος, εἰ Κάλχας σοφὸς.
XOPOS
ὦ δαία Τέκμησσα, δύσμορον γἐνος, ορα μοΧούσα τὁνδ’ ὁποῖ’ ἔ7τη θροεῖ· ξυρεῖ γὰρ ἐν χρῷ τοῦτο μὴ γαίρβιν τινά.
ΤΕ ΚΜ H 22 Α
τί μ’ αὖ τάλαιναν, ἀρτίως πεπαυμἐνην κακών άτρύτων, ἐξ ἕδρας άνίστατβ;
Χ0Ρ02
τ οὐδ’ εισακούε τ ἀνδρὸς, ώς ἦκει φέρων
Αἵαντος η μιν πράξιν ἢν ἡλγησ’ ἐγώ.	790
ΤΕ ΚΜ H 22 Α
οἴμοι, τί φής, άνθρωπε; μῶν ὸλώλαμεν;
ΑΓΓΕΛΟΙ
οὐκ οἶδα την σήν πράξιν, Αϊαντος δ’ ὅτι, θυραιος εἴπερ ἐστίν, οὐ θαρσώ πέρι.
ΤΕΚΜΗ22Α
καὶ μὴν θυραῖος, ώστε μ’ ωδίναν τί φής.
ΑΓΓΕΛ02
ἐκεῖνον είργειν Τεῦκρος έξβφίβται σκηνής νπανΧον μηδ’ άφιέναι μόνον.
ΤΕΚΜΗ22Α
ποῦ δ’ ἐστὶ Τεῦκρος, κἀπὶ τῷ λέγει τάδε;
ΑΓΓΕΛΟΙ
πάρβστ βκβΐνος άρτι· τήνδε δ’ ἔξοδον όΧβθρίαν Αἵαντος ελπίζει φέρειν.
ΤΕΚΜΗ22Α
οἴμοι τάλαινα, τοῦ ποτ’ ανθρώπων μαθων; 800
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But if he can survive this day, perchance With God’s good aid we may avail to save him.”
So spake the seer, and Teucer straightway rose And sent me with these mandates. Have I failed, Ajax is doomed, or Calchas is no seer.	ό»
CHORUS
Ill-starred Tecmessa, born to woe, come forth,
And hearken to this messenger, whose words That touch us to the quick brook no delay.
Enter tecmessa.
tecmessa
Why break my rest, and trouble me again,
Relieved awhile from woes that have no end ?
CHORUS
List to this man—the tidings he has brought Of Ajax* fortunes, filling me with grief.
TECMESSA
What is thy news, man ? Say, are we undone ?
MESSENGER
I know not of thy fortunes, only this—
If Ajax is abroad, I augur ill.
TECMESSA
Alas ! he is. How thy words chill my soul !
MESSENGER
Teucer s injunction is to keep him close Indoors, nor let him go abroad alone.
TECMESSA
And where is Teucer? Wherefore speaks he thus ?
MESSENGER
He hath returned but lately and for bodes Grave jeopardy, if Ajax goes abroad.
TECMESSA
Ah woe is me ! Who warned him of this peril ?
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ΑΓΓΕΛΟ 2
τοῦ Θεστορείου μάντεως, καθ’ ημέραν την νυν, ὅτ’ αὐτῷ θάνατον η βίον φέρει.
ΤΕΚΜΗ22Α
οι ’γὡ, φίλοι, πρόστητ ἀναγκαίως τύχης,
καί σπεύσαθ’, οἱ μὲν Τεῦκρον ἐν τάχα μολεῖν,
οἱ δ’ εσπέρους αγκώνας, οι 8* αντήλιους
ζητεΐτ ίόντες τάνΖρος έξοδον κακήν.
ἔγνωκα γὰρ δὴ φωτός ηπατημένη
καλ της παλαιάς χάριτος εκβεβλημένη,
οϊμοι, τί δράσω, τέκνον; ουχ ίδρυτέον
ἀλλ’ εἶμι κἀγὼ κεῖσ’ δποιπερ &ν σθένω.	810
χωρώμεν, ἐγκονώμεν, οἔχ ἔδρας ἀκμὴ
σωξειν θέλοντας άνδρα γ ος σπεύδη θανεῖν.
XOPOS
χωρεΐν έτοιμος, κού λόγω δείξω μόνον τάχος γὰρ έργου και ποδών αμ εψεται,
ΑΙΑ2
ὁ μὲν σφαγεύς ἔστηκεν ἦ τομώτατος γένοιτ αν, ει τι* καὶ λογίξεσθαι σχολή· δώρον μὲν ἀνδροςἝκτορος ξἑνων ἐμοὶ μάλιστα ρ,ισηθέντος εχθίστου θ' όράν πέπηγε δ εν γη πολέμια τῇ Τρῳάδι, σίδηροβρώτι θηγάνη νεηκονής-ἔ7τηξα δ αὐτὸν εὖ περιστείλας εγώ, εύνούστατον τφδ' άνδρι διά τάχους θανεῖν. οὕτω μὲν εύσκευούμεν ἐκ δὲ τώνδέ μοι συ πρώτος, ὦ Ζεῦ, καὶ γὰρ εἰκὁς, άρκεσον. αίτησομαι δέ σ’ οὐ μακρὸν γέρας λαχεΐν, πέμψον τιν η μιν άγγελον, κακήν φάτιν
820
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MESSENGER
The prophet, son of Thestor, but to-day,
When in the scales for him hang life and death.
Help, friends, protect me from the impending doom ! Speed, some to hasten Teucer on his way,
Some to the western creeks and some to those That front the morn ; pursue his ill-starred track.
I see too well my lord hath cheated me,
Withdrawn the favour that long time was mine.
Ah me ! What shall I do, my child ? No time To sit with folded hands ; I too will go,
So far as this weak frame allows, in search.
Up, quick, to work! no moment must be lost,
If we would save a man who hastes to death.
Ready am 1 ; not words alone shall prove,
But speed of act and foot, my readiness.	[Exeunt.
[ajax alone on the seashore, planting his sfvord in the
The slayer standetli where his stroke is sure; If I have time to muse thus curiously.
The gift of Hector erst my foeman-friend, The man most hateful to my soul and sight; Now fixed in foemen’s land, the land of Troy; Fresh edged upon the iron-fretting stone, Here have I planted it and set it fast,
A friend to help me to a speedy death.
My part is done ; for what remains, O Zeus, First I invoke thine aid ; and claim my due; ’Tis no excessive boon I shall demand.
I pray thee send some messenger to bear
TECMESSA
CHORUS
AJAX
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Τεὑκρῳ φέροντα, πρώτος ως με βαστάση πεπτώτα τῷδε περὶ νεορράντψ ξίφει, καὶ μὴ πρὸς έχθρών του κατοπτευθάς πάρος ριφθώ κυσϊν προβλητος οίωνοϊς θ’ ἕλωρ.	830
τοσαῦτά σ’, ὦ Ζεὐ, προστρέπω, καλώ δ’ α μα πομπαϊον Έρμη ν χθονιον εὖ με κοιμάσαι, ξὺν άσφαδάστψ και ταχβϊ ττηδήματι πλευρὰν διαρρήξαντα τῷδε φασγάνῳ. καλώ δ’ αρωγούς τὰς ἀεί τε παρθένους ἀεί θ’ ορώσας πάντα τάν βροτοις πάθη, σεμνὰς Ἐρινὺς τανὑποδας, μαθεῖν ἐμὲ πρὸς τῶν Ατρειδών ὡς διὁλλυμαι τάλας, καί σφας κακούς κάκιστα και πανωλέθρους . ξυναρπάσειαν, ὦσπερ εἰσορῶσ’ ἐμὲ	840
[αὐτοσφαγῆ πίπτοντα, τώς αὐτοσφαγεῖς πρὸς τῶν φιΚίστων έκγόνων ὸλοίατο].1 ἴτ,’ ώ ταχβϊαι ποίνιμοί τ Ἐρινύες, γεὑεσθε, μὴ φβίδεσθε πανδήμου στρατού· σὺ δ’, ώ τὸν αίπύν ονρανον διφρηλατών Ἠλιε, πατρωαν την έμην όταν χθόνα ϊδης, έπισχών χρυσονωτον ηνίαν ἄγγειλον ἄτας τὰς ἐμὰς μάρον τ έμον γέροντι πατρι τη τε δυστήνω τροφφ. η που τάλαινα, τηνδ’ ὅταν κλὑῃ φάτιν,	$$50
ἦσει μέγαν κωκυτον ἐν πάσῃ πόλει. ἀλλ’ οὐδὲν ἔργον ταῦτα θρηνεῖσθαι μάτην, ἀλλ’ ἀρκτέον τὺ πράγμα συν τάχει τινί. ώ Θάνατε Θάνατε, νῦν μ’ ἐπίσκεῆται μολών. καίτοι σὲ μὲν κἀκεῖ προσαυδησω ξυνὼν. σὲ δ\ ὦ φαεννῆς ημέρας το νυν σέλας, καὶ τὸν διφρευτὴν "Ήλιον προσεννέπω,
1 Rejected bv Hermann, etc.
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To Teucer the sad tale, that he may come To lift me where I lie a bleeding corpse,
Fallen on this gory sword, lest I be first Discovered by some enemy and cast forth,
A prey to dogs and birds. Thus much, O Zeus,
I crave of thee ; and Hermes I invoke,
Bom guide of spirits to the nether world,
To lay me soft to rest at one swift gasp,
Without a struggle, when into my side I plunge this sword. Ye too I call to aid,
Maidens immortal, with immortal eyes Beholding all the many woes of man,
Swift-footed hounds of vengeance/ mark ye well How by the Atridae I am all undone.
Swoop on them, Furies, blight and blast them both In utter ruin, as they see me now !
On, ye Avengers, glut your maw, spare not,
Let ruin seize the whole Achaean host!
And thou whose chariot climbs the steep of heaven, When in thy course thou see’st my father-land,
Draw in thy gold-bedizened rein and tell My aged sire and mother of their son,
His sorrows and his end. Poor mother ! when She hears the tale, her piercing wail will ring Through all the city. But how profitless These idle lamentations and delay !
With such despatch as may be let's to work.
O Death, Death, Death, draw nigh and look on me— Yet there below I shall have time enow To converse face to face with Death. But thee,
O bright effulgence of this radiant day,
On thee; the Sun-god charioteer, 1 call
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πανύστατον δὴ κοὑποτ’ αὖθι? ὕστερον. ω φέγγος, ω γης ιερόν οικείας πέδον Καλάμινος, ω πατρωον εστίας βάθρον κλειναί τ’ Ἀθῆναι καὶ τὺ σύντροφον γένος κρήναί τε ποτάμιοί θ* οἵδε, καὶ τὰ Τρωικὰ πεδία προσανδω, χαίρετ’, ὦ τροφής ἐμοι* τοΰθ* ὑμὶν Αἴας τοὑττος ύστατον θροεΐ, τα δ’ ἄλλ’ ἐν Ἀιδου τοῖς κάτω μυθήσομαι.
ΗΜΙΧΟΡΙΟΝ β'
πόνος πὁνῳ πόνον φέρει. πᾶ πᾶ
πᾶ γὰρ οὐκ ἔβαν ἐγώ;
κοὐδεὶς έπίσταταί με συμμαθεΐν1 τόπος,
ἰδού.
δοῦπον αὖ κλύω τινα.
ΗΜΙΧΟΡΙΟΝ β'
ἡμῶν γε ναὸς κοινόπλονν ομιλίαν. ΗΜΙΧΟΡΙΟΝ α'
τί οὖν δή;
ΗΜΙΧΟΡΙΟΝ β'
παν εστίβηται πλευρὸν εσπερον νέων
ΗΜΙΧΟΡΙΟΝ α'
ἔχεις ρὖν;
ΗΜΙΧΟΡΙΟΝ
πόνον γε πλήθος, κοὐδὲν εἰς σφιν πλέον.
ΗΜΙΧΟΡΙΟΝ α'
ἀλλ’ οὐδὲ μὲν δὴ τὴν ἀφ* ήλιον βολών κέλενθον ἀνὴρ οὑδαμοῦ δηλοῖ φανείς.
1 The Greek is obscure and probably corrupt. Jebb suggests, but does not print σφε συνναίειν.
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For the last time and never more again.
O	light! O sacred soil of mine own land,
My Salamis ! my home, my ancestral hearth !
O far-famed Athens, race akin to mine,
Ye Trojan springs and streams, ye plains of Troy, Farewell, ye nurses of iny fame, farewell!
This is the last word Ajax speaks to you.
Henceforth he talks in Hades with the dead.
[He falls upon his sword.
Re-enter chorus.
SEMI-CHORUS 1
Toil, toil, and toil on toil !
Where have my steps not roamed, and yet,
No place that hath a secret for my ear.1 Hist! hist! what sound was that ?
SEMI-CHORUS 2
’Tis we, thy mates.
SEMI-CHORUS 1
What cheer, mates ?
SEMI-CHORUS 2
All westward of the fleet we’ve ranged and found
SEMI-CHORUS 1
Found, say you!
8EMI-CHORUS 2
Οἶ moil enow, of what we sought no trace.
SEMI-CHORUS 1
No better luck to the eastward ; on the road That fronts the sunrise not a trace of him.
1 Or, ‘ No spot can tell me pf his presence there.’
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XOPOS
τίς αν δῆτα μοι, τίς αν φιλόπονων
ἁλιαδᾶν ἔχων ἀὑπνους ἄγρας,
ἢ τίς ’Ολυμπιάδων θεᾶν ἣ ρυτών
Ίϋοσπορίων ποταμών, τον ώμόθυμον
€Ϊ ποθι πλαζόμονον λούσσων
απύοι; σχέτλια γὰρ
ἐμέ γε τον μακρών άλάταν πόνων
ονρίφ μὴ πελάσαι δρὁμῳ,
ἀλλ’ άμονηνον ἄνδρα μὴ λεύσσειν ὅπου.
ΤΕ ΚΜ H 22 Α
ἰω μοί μοι.
XOPOS
τίνος βοὴ πάραυλος όξέβη νάπους;
ΤΕΚΜΗ22Α
ἰὼ τλήμων.
ΧΟΡΟ 2
τὴν δονριΚηπτον Βνσμορον νύμφην όρώ Τ ἑκμησσαν, οϊκτφ, τῷδε avy κοκ ρα μόνην.
ΤΕΚΜΗ22Α
ᾤχωκ’, ὅλωλα, διαπεπόρθη μαι, φίλοι. XOPOS
τι ο εστιν;
ΤΕ ΚΜ H 22 Α
Αἴας ὅδ’ ἡμῖν άρτίως νεοσφαγης κοϊται, κρνφαίω φασηάνψ περιπτυχής.
Χ0Ρ02
ώμοι ἐμῶν νόστων ώμοι, κατέποφνος, ἄναξ, τὁνδε συνναύταν, τάλας ω ταλαίφρων γύναι·
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CHORUS
O that some toiling fisher by the bay,	(Str.)
Dragging his nets all night,
Some Oread from Olympus’ height,
Or nymph who haunts the tides of Bosporus,
Might spy the wanderer on his wayward way And bring the tale to us.
Hard lot is ours who tack To east, to west, and find no track,
Ne’er in our luckless course descry The derelict nor come anigh.
(They hear a cry in the covert.')
TECMESSA
Woe, woe is me !
CHORUS
Whose was that cry from out the covert’s fringe ?
TECMESSA
Me miserable !
CHORUS
My hapless mistress, Ajax’ spear-won bride, Tecmessa, whelmed in anguish I behold.
TECMESSA
I’m lost, undone, of all bereft, my friends.
CHORUS
What aileth thee ?
TECMESSA
Here lies our Ajax, newly slain, impaled Upon his sword, new planted in the ground.
CHORUS
O for my hope of return !
O my chief, thou hast slain Me thy shipmate ! my heart Bleeds for thee, lady forlorn.
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ΤΕ ΚΜ Η 22 Α
ὡς ώδβ τοῦδ ἔχοντος αΐάζειν πάρα.
Χ0Ρ02
τίνος ποτ άρ επραξε χειρὶ δύσμορος;
ΤΕ ΚΜ H 22 Α
αντος προς αυτόν, δῆλον ἐν γάρ οἱ χθονι πηκτόν τὁδ’ ἔγχος περιπετὲς κατηγορεί.	91D
Χ0Ρ02
ώμοι ἐμᾶς ἄτας, οἶος ἄρ’ αιμάχθης, άφαρκτος φίλων
ἐγὼ δ’ ὁ πάντα κωφός, ὁ πάντ άϊδρις, κατ-ημελησα. πᾶ πᾶ
Κεῖται ὁ δυστράπελον, δυσώνυμος Αἴας;
ΤΕΚΜΗ22Α
οὔτοι θεατός· ἀλλά νιν περιπτνχεΐ φάρε ι καλνφω τῷδε παμπήδην, ἐπεὶ οὐδεὶς ἄν, ὅστις καὶ φίλος, τλαίη βλέπειν φνσωντ ἄνω πρὸς ἡῖνας ἔκ τε φο/νίας πληγής μελανθὲν αἷμ’ ἀπ’ οικείας σφαγής.	92)
οἵμοι, τί δράσω; τίς σε βαστάσει φίλων; που Τεῦκρος; ώς α κ μαι* αν, ει βαίη, μόλοι, πεπτωτ αδελφόν τόνδε σνγκαθαρμόσαι. ω δύσμορ Αίας, οϊος ων οΐως ἔχεις, ώς καὶ παρ’ εχθροΐς άξιος θρήνων τυχεῖν.
XOPOS
εμελλες, τάλας, εμελλες χρόνω στερεόφρων ἄρ’ εξαννσσειν κακάν μοίραν άπειρεσίων πόνων, τοΐά μοι πάννυχα καί φαεθοντ άνεστέναζες ωμόφρων εχθοδόπ Ἀτρείδμι? '
ἀντ.
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TECMESSA
Thus lies he overthrown ; ’tis ours to wail.
CHORUS
By whose hand did he thus procure his death ?
TECMESSA
By his own hand, ’tis manifest; the sword Set in the ground, on which he fell, is proof. chorus
Out on my blindness! All alone Unwatched of friends he bled to death !
And I saw naught, heard naught, recked naught of thee !
Where lies he, Ajax, the self-willed,
The unbending, luckless as his name ?
TECMESSA
No eye shall look on him ; this robe around Shall lap him and enshroud from head to foot.
For none who knew him, not his dearest friend, Could bear to see him, as the dark blood spurts Up through his nostrils from the self-wrought wound. What shall I do ? What friend shall lift him up ? Where, where is Teucer ? Timely would he come,
If come he might, to raise him and lay out
His brother’s corse. Ah me ! How high thou stood’st,
My Ajax, and how low thou liest here!
A sight to melt to tears e’en foemen’s eyes !
CHORUS
All woeful hero, ’twas thy fate,	(Ant.)
With that unyielding soul of thine,
In endless misery to decline,
And reach the goal of ruin, soon or late.
I	knew it as I heard thee eve and mom Against the Atridae vent Thy passionate complaint,
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ούλίφ συν πάθει.
μἐγας α ρ ἦν ἐκεῖνος αργών χρονος πημάτων, ἦμος ἀριστόχειρ _ ί, ^ _ ὅπλων ἔκειτ’ ἀγὼν πέρι.
ΤΕΚΜΗ22Α
ἰὼ μοι μοι.
Χ0Ρ02
χωρεῖ πρὸ? ἧπαρ, οἶδα, γενναία δύη.
ΤΕΚΜΗ22Α
ίω μοι μοι.
ΧΟΡ02
οὐδὲν σ’ απιστώ καὶ δὶς οἰμωξαι, γύναι, τοιοῦδ’ αττοβλαφθβϊσαν ἀρτίως φίλου.
940
ΤΕΚΜΗ22Α
σοι μὲνδοκεῖν ταῦτ’ ἔστ’, ἐμοὶ δ’ ἄγαν φ ρο νεῖν.
Χ0Ρ02
ξυναυδώ·
ΤΕΚΜΗ22Α
οἵμοι, τέκνον, πρὸς οἷα δουλειάς ζυγά χωρουμεν, οἷοι νῷν ἐφεστᾶσιν σκοποί.
Χ0Ρ02
ώμοι, άναληήτων δισσῶν ἐθρδησας ἄναυδ’ ἔργ’1 Ατρείδαν τφδ’ ἄχει· ἀλλ’ ἀττείργοι θεός.
ΤΕ ΚΜ H 22 Α
οὐκ ἄν τάδ* ἔστη τῇδε μὴ Θεών μέτα.	950
Χ0Ρ02
ἄγαν ὑπερβριθὲς γὰρ 2 αγθος ήνυσαν.
1	ἄναυδον έργου MSS., Hermann corr.
2	Elmsley adds γάρ.
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A bitter Cry of proud disdain and scorn. . Aye, then began my woes When first arose
The contest who those arms could claim As guerdon for the first in warlike fame.
TECMESSA
Woe, woe is me !
CHORUS
The anguish, well I know it, Pierces to thy true heart.
TECMESSA
Woe, woe is me !
CHORUS
No marvel thou shouldst wail and wail again Bereft so lately and of one so loved.
TECMESSA
The woe I feel thou canst in part conceive.
CHORUS
*Tis true.
TECMESSA
Alas, my child, to what hard yoke Of bondage must we come, so merciless The taskmasters set over thee and me !
CHORUS
The Atridae, ruthless pair,
And their grim deeds ineffable
Thy boding soul prefigures. God avert it!
TECMESSA
Save by God’s will we were not in this case.
CHORUS
They have laid on us a load too hard to bear.
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TEKMH22A
τοιὁνδε μέντοι Ζηνὺς ἡ δεινὴ θεὺς Παλλὰς φυτεύει πη μ ΌΒνσσέως χάριν.
Χ0Ρ02
ἦ ρα κελαινώπαν θύμον εφνβρίζει πολὐτλας ἀνήρ, γελᾴ δὲ τοΐσΒε μαινομἐνοις άχεσιν πολὺν γέλωτα, φεῦ φευ,
ξὑν τε διπλοῖ βασίλης κλύοντες Ἀτρεῖδαι.
ΤΕ ΚΜ H 22 Α
οἱ δ’ οὖν yελώvτωv κάπιχαιρόντων κακοῖς τοῖς τοῦδ’· ἴσως τοι, κεἰ βλέποντα μη 'ποθούν, θανέντ αν οίμωξειαν εν χρβία Βορές. οι yὰρ κακοί <γνωμαισι Tayafiov χεροΐν ἔχοντες οὐκ ϊσασι, πριν τις εκβάλη. ἐμοὶ πικρός τέθνηκεν η κείνοις γλυκύς, αὐτῷ δὲ τερπνος· ων yap ήράσθη τυχεῖν εκτησαθ' αὑτῷ, θάνατον ονπερ ηθελεν. τί δῆτα τοῦδ’ επεyyελφεv αν κάτα; θεοΐς τέθνηκεν οντος, ον κείνοισιν, ον. προς ταῦτ’ Ὀδυσσεὺς εν κενοΐς υβριζέτω. Αίας yap αντοις ονκέτ ἐστίν, ἀλλ’ ἐμοὶ λιπών ανίας και yέονς Βιοίχεται.
ΤΕΤΚΡ05
ιώ μοι μοι.
XOPOS
σίγησον αὐδὴ ν γὰρ δοκὼ Τεύκρου κλύειν βοωντος ατης τἣσδ’ επίσκοπον μέλος.
ΤΕΤΚΡ03
ὦ φίλτατ Α ἴα?, ὦ ξνναιμον ὄμμ’ ἐμοί, ἄρ’ ημποληκας, ώσπερ ή φάτις κρατεί;
8ο
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TECMESSA
Yet such the plague wherewith the daughter dire Of Zeus afflicts us for Odysseus’ sake.
CHORUS
Yea, how the patient hero must exult
In his dark soul and mock
With fiendish laughter at our frenzied grief;
And the two chiefs withal,
The Atridae, when they learn his fate.
TECMESSA
Well, let them laugh and mock at Ajax fall’n.
It may be, though they missed him not in life,
When comes the stress of war they’ll mourn him dead.
Men of mean judgment know not the good thing They have and hold till they have squandered it.
He by his death more sorrow gave to me Than joy to them ; to himself ’twas pure content, For all he yearned to attain he won himself—
Death that he chose. Then wherefore scoff at him ? The gods were authors of his death, not they.
So let Odysseus, if it please him, vent Vain taunts; for them there is no Ajax more,
And dying he has left me naught but woe.
Woe, woe is me !
teucer
CHORUS
Hist, hist! methinks ’tis Teucer’s voice I hear, That woeful strain of mourning at our loss.
Enter teucer.
teucer
Beloved Ajax, deaiest of my kin,
Did fame not lie then ? hast thou fared thus ill ?
VOL. II.
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XOPOS
ὅλωλεν ἀνήρ, Τεῦκρε, τοντ βττίστασο.
TETKPOS
ώμοι βαρβίας αρα τῆς ἐμῆς τύχης.	980
ΧΟΡ03
f	»	/
ως ωο βχοντων
ΤΕΤΚΡ05
ὦ τάλας ἐγώ, τάλας.
XOPOS
πάρα στενάξειν.
ΤΕΤΚΡ02
ὦ περισπερχὲς πάθος.
Χ0Ρ03
ἄγαν γε, Τεῦκρε.
ΤΕΤΚΡ05
φεῦ τάλας* τί γὰρ τέκνον τὺ τοῦδε, ποῦ μοι γῆς κυρεῖ τῆς Τρῳάδος;
Χ0Ρ02
μόνος πταρα σκηναίσιν.
TETKPOS
οὐχ ὅσον τάχος ὃῆτ’ αυτόν άξβις δβνρο, μη τις ως κβνης σκύμνον λεαίνης δυσμενών ἀναρπάσῃ; ἴθ’, ἐγκὁνει, σὑγκαμνε* τοῖς θανονσί τον φιΧονσι Πάντες κειμἑνοις ἐπεγγελᾶν.
XOPOS
καὶ μὴν ἔτι ζων, Τεῦκρε, τοὐδέ σοι μέλει ν	990
ἐφίεθ’ ἀνὴρ κεῖνος, ώσπερ οὖν μέλει.
ΤΕΤΚΡ02
ὦ των ἁπάντων δὴ θεαμάτων ἐμοὶ αλ/γιστον ὧν προσεῖδον ὀφθαλμοῖς ἐγώ,
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CHORU8
He hath perished, Teucer, and report spake true.
TEUCER
Then woe is me for my most grievous loss.
CHORUS
And since 'tis thus—
TEUCER
Alas for me, alas !
CHORUS
The hour for mourning—
TEUCER
O sharp pang of pain !
CHORUS
Is come, O Teucer, as thou say’st.
TEUCER
Ay me !
But his son—where in Troy-land bides he now ?
CHORUS
Alone beside the tent.
TEUCER
Then bring him quickly,
Lest of our foemen one should snatch him up,
As from a lioness forlorn her cub.
Go quick, bestir thyself. ’Tis the world’s way To flout and triumph o’er the prostrate dead.
[Exit TECMESSA.
CHORUS
Yea, while he yet lived Ajax left to thee,
Teucer, this child, to tend him, as thou dost.
TEUCER
O saddest sight of all I ever saw,
O bitterest of all paths I ever trod,
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ὁδὸς θ’ ὁδῶν πασών ἀνιάσασα δὴ μάλιστα τοὐμὸν σπλἀγχνον, ἢν δὴ νῦν ἔβην. ώ φίλτατ’ Αἴας, τον σὺν ώς βπησθόμην μόρον διώκων κάξιχνοσκοπούμβνος. ὀξεῖα γάρ σου βάξις ως Θεοῦ τινος διῆλθ’ 'Αχαιούς πάντας ως οϊχβι θανών. ἁγὼ κλύων δύστηνος ἐκποδὼν μὲν ών ὺπεστβναζον, νυν δ' ορών άπόλλυμαι. οἴμοι.
ἴθ’, βκκάλχτφον, ως ἵδω τὺ πᾶν κακόν.
ὦ δυσθβατόν ομμα καί τόλμης πίκρας,
οσας ανίας μοι κατασπβίρας φθίνβις.
ποῖ γὰρ μολεῖν μοι δυνατόν, εἰς ποιους βροτούς
τοῖς σοῖς άρήξαντ ἐν πόνοισι μηδαμού;
η πού με 1 Τελα^ιών, σὸς πατήρ ἐμος θ’ άμα,
δβξαιτ civ βύπροσωπος ΐλβώς τ ἴσως
3οῦντ’ ἄνευ σοῦ. πώς γὰρ οὐχ» ὕτῳ πάρα εὐτυχοῦντι μηδὲν ἥδιον γελάν, οντος τί κρύψβι; ποιον ου κ ἐρεῖ κακόν τον βκ δορὸς γεγῶτα πολβμίου νόθον, τον δειλία προδόντα και κακανδρία σβ, φίλτατ Αἴας, ηδόλοισιν, ώς τὰ σὰ κράτη θανόντος καί δόμους νβμοιμι σούς. τοἱαῦτ’ ἀνὴρ δύσοργος, ἐν γήρᾳ βαρύς, ἐρεῖ, πρὸ? οὐδὲν εἰς ἔριν θυμούμενος. τέλος δ’ ἀπωστὸς γῆς άπορριφθησομαι, δούλος λόγοισιν ἀντ’ ελευθέρου φανείς, τοιαύτα μὲν κατ’ οίκον ἐν Τροία δέ μοι πολλοί μὲν εχθροί, παύρα δ' ώφελήσιμα. καὶ ταῦτα πάντα σοῦ θανόντος ηυρόμην. οι μοι, τί δράσω; πως σ9 άποσπάσω πικρού .	1 MSS. omit με, added by Kuster.
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The path that led me hither, Ajax loved,
My best-loved Ajax ! when I learnt thy fate,
E’en as I tracked in desperate haste thy steps ;
For a swift rumour, like a voice from heaven,
Ran through the host that thou wert dead and gone.
I heard it and I moaned in spirit afar,
But now the sight strikes death into my soul.
O woe !
Come, lift the searcloth ; let me see the worst.
O bleeding form, O agonising sight !
How brave, how rash, how cruel in thy death ;
Thy death, what seed of misery for me !
Where can I tum, what race of men will house me, The wretch who failed to help thee in thy woes ? How Telamon, thy sire and mine withal,
Will beam upon me (can’st not picture him ?)
When I return without thee! Telamon Who in his hours of fortune never smiles !
Will he refrain ? Will he not curse and ban The bastard of his spear-won concubine,
The wretch who like a coward and poltroon Forsook thee, dearest Ajax, or conspired To hold thy realm and halls when thou wert dead ? Thus will he rave, the choleric, soured old man, Ready to pick a quarrel for a straw.
And in the end I shall be banned, defamed, Rejected, branded—No free man, a slave.
Such cheer at home awaits me, and at Troy My foes are many and my friends to seek.
Thus by thy death I’ve profited! Ah me !
How tear thee from this cruel glittering blade,
δη
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τοῦδ’ aloKov κνώδοντος, ω τάλας, ὑφ* ον φονέως αρ ἐξέπνευσας; είδες ώς χρόνφ εμέλΧε σ’ Έκτωρ καὶ θανών άποφθίσειν; σκέψασθε, πρὸς θεών, τὴν τὑ^ην δυοῖν βροτοΐν. "Εκτωρ μεν, ᾤ δὴ τοῦδ’ εΒωρηθη πάρα, ζωστὴρ ι πρισθεὶς ιππικών ἐξ ἀντύγων εκνάτττετ αΐέν, ἔστ’ άττεψνξεν βίον οὑτος δ’ ἐκείνου τήνδε δωρεὰν ἔχων πρὸς τοῦδ’ ὅλωλε θανασίμφ πεσήματι. ὰρ’ οὐκ Ἐ^οινὺς tout’ ἐχάλκευσεν ξίφος κάκεινον Ἀιδης, δημιουργὸς ay ριος; ἐγὼ μὲν οὖν καὶ ταῦτα καὶ τὰ πάντ’ αει φάσκοιμ αρ άνθρώττοισι μηχανάν θεούς· ὅτῳ δὲ μὴ τάδ’ ἐστὶν ἐν γνώμῃ φίλα, κεῖνος τ’ εκείνα στεpyετω κἀγω τάδε.
ΧΟΡ02
μὴ τεῖνε μακράν, ἀλλ’ ὅπως κρύψεις τάφφ φράζον τον άνΒρα χω τι μνθησει τάχα. βλέπω γὰρ εχθρόν φώτα, καί τάχ αν κακοΐς *γε\ών & δὴ κακοῦργος εξίκοιτ άνηρ.
ΤΕΤΚΡ02
τις δ’ ἐστὶν οντιν άνΒρα ττροσΚεύσσεις στρατόν; Χ0Ρ03
Μενἐλαος, ᾤ δὴ τὁνδε πλοῦν ἐστείλαμεν. ΤΕΤΚΡ02
ὁρω· μαθεΐν γὰρ ἐγτὰς ὦν οὐ δυσπετής. ΜΕΝΕΛΑΟΝ
οντος, σὲ φωνώ τὁνδε τὸν νεκρόν χεροΐν μὴ σvyκόμιζειν, ἀλλ’ εάν ὅπως ἔχει.
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That stands arraigned thine executioner ?
See’st thou how Hector dead and turned to dust Was fated in the end to be thy death ?
Look on the fortunes of the two, I pray ye :
Hector, who by the very belt he wore,
A gift from Ajax, lashed to the car-rail Was dragged and mangled till his ghost expired;1 And this the sword whose murderous edge transfixed The side of Ajax—this was Hectors gift.
Say, was it not some Fury forged this blade,
Was not that hellish girdle wove by Death ?
I hold, for my part, these and all things else The gods contrive for mortals. But may be Some disapprove my creed; let such an ane Cling to his own belief, as I to mine.
CHORUS
Abridge thy large discourse ; think how to lay The dead man in his grave and what thy plea Shall be anon; I see a foe approach.
Perchance he comes with mocking of our grief,
As miscreants use.
TEUCER
What captain dost thou see ?
CHORUS
Menelaus, he at whose behest we sailed.
TEUCER
’Tis he, not hard to recognise thus near.
Enter Menelaus
MENELAUS
Stop, sirrah, bear no hand in raising up
The corse, I charge thee ; leave it where it lies.
1 Homer knows nothing of the belt and it is the dead Hector who is dragged round the tomb of Patroclus.
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ΤΕΤΚΡ02
τινος χάριν τοσὁνδ’ άνηλωσας λoyov;
ΜΕΝΕΛΑΟΝ
δοκοῦντ’ ἐμοί, δοκούντα δ’ ος κ ραίνει στρατού.
TETKPOS
ούκουν αν εἴποις ηντιν αιτίαν προθείς;
ΜΕΝΕΛΑΟΝ
. όθοννεκ αυτόν ελπίσαντες οἴκοθεν ἄγειν Ἀχαιοῖς ζύμμαγόν τε καὶ φίλον, ἐξηύρομεν ζητούν τες εχθίω Φρυγών ὅστις στρατφ ξύμπαντι βουλεύσας φόνον νύκτωρ ἐπεστράτευσεν, ως ἕλοι Soper κεἰ μὴ θεών τις τήνδε πεῖραν εσβεσεν, ἡμεῖς μὲν αν τήνδ’ ἢν ὅδ’ εϊληχεν τύχην θανόντες αν προυκείμεθ* αίσχίστω μύρω, οντος ὃ’ ἄν ἔζη. νῦν δ’ ενηλλαξεν θεὺς τὴν τοῦδ’ ΰβριν προς μήλα και ποίμνας πεσεῖν . ών εἵνεκ’ αυτόν θύτις ἔστ’ ἀνὴρ σθενών τοσούτον ὧστε σώμα τυμβεύσαι τάφω, ἀλλ’ ἀμφὶ χλωράν ψάμαθον εκβεβλημένος ορνισι φορβη παραλίοις ηενησεται. προς ταῦτα μηδὲν δεινόν ἐξάρῃς μένος, ει γὰρ βλέποντος μη ’δυνηθημεν κρατεῖν, πάντως Θανόντος y’ άρξομεν, καν μη θέλης, χερσϊν παρευθύνοντες· ου yap εσθ’ ὅπου λόγων γ’ άκούσαι ζων ποτ ηθελησ εμων. καίτοι κακού προς άνδρός οντα δημότην μηδέν δικαιούν των εφεστώτων κλύειν. ου yάρ ποτ ούτ αν εν πόλει νόμοι καλώς φέροιντ αν, ένθα μη καθεστήκη δέος, ούτ &ν στρατός ye σωφρόνως αρχοιτ ἔτι, μηδέν φόβον πρόβλημα μηδ* αίδοΰς ἔχων.
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TEUCER
Wherefore dost waste thy breath in these proud words ?
MENELAUS
Such is my will and the great general’s will.
TEUCER
On what pretence ? wilt please to tell us that ?
MENELAUS
Hear then. We thought to bring from Salamis For Greeks a friend and firm ally, but found him On trial worse than any Phrygian foe ;
Who plotted death and sallied forth by night ’Gainst the whole host, to slay us with the spear ; And had some god not intervened to foil This enterprise, his fate had'now been ours,
To perish by an ignominious death,
While he had now been living. But a god Turned his blind malice on the flocks and herds. Thus hath he done, and no man shall prevail By might to lay his body in the tomb.
He shall be cast forth on the yellow sands To feed the carrion birds that haunt the beach.
Rage not nor bluster as thou hear’st, for we,
E’en if we could not master him alive,
In any case will lord it o’er him dead,
Rule him and discipline, in thy despite,
By force—my words he ne’er would heed, alive.
Yet ’tis a mark of villainy when one Of the common deigns not to obey his lords.
For in a State that hath no dread of law The laws can never prosper and prevail,
Nor could an arm£d force be disciplined Lacking the guard of awe and reverehce,
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ἀλλ’ ἄνδρα χρη, καν σώμα γεννήσῃ μἀγα, δοκεῖν πεσεῖν ἄν κἀν ἀπὺ σ μικρόν κακού. δέος γὰρ ᾤ πρὁσεστιν αισχύνη θ' όμού, σωτηρίαν εχοντα τὁνδ* ἐπίστασο· ὅπου δ’ ύβριζειν δράν θ' ὰ βούλεται irapfj, ταύτην νόμιζε την πόλιν χρόνφ ποτὲ ἐξ ούριων δραμούσαν εἰς βυθόν πεσεῖν. ἀλλ’ ἑστάτω μοι καὶ δέος τι καίριον, καὶ μὴ δοκώμεν δρώντες αν ήδώμεθα ούκ ἀντιτίσειν αὖθις ὰν λυττώμεθα. ἔρπει παραλλὰξ ταῦτα, πρόσθεν οὗτος ἦν άίθων υβριστής, νυν δ' ἀγὼ μἐγ’ αὖ φρονώ, καί σοι ττροφωνώ τόνδε μὴ θάπτειν, ὅπως μὴ τὁνδε θάπτων αυτός εις ταφάς πὲσῃς.
Χ0Ρ02
Μενέλαε, μὴ ηνώμας ύττοστήσας σοφάς είτ αυτός ἐν θανούσιν υβριστής y^vp.
ΤΕΤΚΡ02
οὐκ ἄν ποτ’, ἄνδρες, ἄνδρα θαυμάσαιμ ἔτι, ὺς μηδὲν ών γοναΐσιν εἶθ’ αμαρτάνει, ὅθ’ οι δοκοΰντες eir/ενεϊς πβφνκόναι τοιαΰθ* άμαρτάνουσιν εν λόγοις ἔπη· ἄγ’ εἵπ’ ἀπ* αρχής αύθις, ἦ σὺ φ ὴς ἄγειν τὁνδ’ ἄνδρ’ Άχαιοΐς δεῦρο σύμμαχον λαβών ούκ αύτος ἐξέπλευσεν ὡς αυτού κρατών; ποῦ σὺ στρατηγεῖς τοῦδε; ποῦ δὲ σοὶ Χεών εξεστ ανασσειν ων οο ῆγαγ οικοσεν; Ζ,πάρτης ανάσσων ἦλθες, ούχ ημών κρατών ούδ' ἔσθ’ ὅπου σοι τόνδε κοσμήσαι πλέον αρχής εκειτο θεσμός ή καί τῷδε σέ. ΰτταρχος άλλων δεύρ' εττλευσας, ούχ δλωρ
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Nay, though a man should tower in thews and might, A giant o’er his fellows, let him think Some petty stroke of fate may work his ruin.
Where dread prevails and reverence withal,
Believe me, there is safety; but the State,
Where arrogance hath licence and self-will,
Though for a while she run before the gale,
Will in the end make shipwreck and be sunk.
Dread in its proper season and degree Must be maintained; let us not fondly dream That we can act at will to please ourselves,
Nor pay the price of pleasure by our pains.
’Tis tum and tum ; now this man lorded it In insolence ; ’tis now my hour of pride.
So I forewarn thee bury him not, lest thou In burying shouldst dig thyself a grave.
CHORUS
Sage precepts these, my lord, and do not thou Thyself become a scoffer of the dead.
TEUCER
Friends, I shall never marvel after this If any baseborn fellow gives offence,
When men who pride them on their lineage By their perverted utterance thus offend.
Repeat thy tale : thou claimest to have brought My brother hither as a Greek ally,
Secured by thee forsooth. Sailed he not forth As his own master, of his own free will ?
Who made thee lord of him ? What right hast thou To rule the clansmen whom he brought from home ? Thou cam’st as Sparta’s king, no lord of ours.
Thou hast no more prerogative or right To govern him than he to govern thee ;
Thou sailedst under orders, not as chief,
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στρατηγός, ὥστ’ Μαντού ἡγεῖσθαι ποτε. ἀλλ’ ώνπερ ἄρχεις ἄρχε^ καὶ τὰ σἑμν’ ἔπη κὁλαζ’ εκείνους- τὸνδε δ’, εἴτε μὴ σὺ φὴς εἴθ’ ἄτερος στρατηγός, εἰς ταφὰς ἐγὼ θήσω δικαίως, οὐ τὺ σὺν δείσας στόμα. οὐ γάρ τι τῆ? σῆς εἵνεκ’ εστρατεύσατο γυναικὸς, ὧσπερ οἱ ττονον ttoWov ττ\εω, ἀλλ* εινεχ’ όρκων οίσιν ἦν ἐνώμοτος, σοῦ δ’ οὐδέν οὐ γὰρ ἡξίου τοὺς μηδένας. πρὸς ταῦτα πλείους δεῦρο κήρυκας λαβών καὶ τὸν στρατηγόν ἦκε, τοῦ δὲ σοῦ ψόφον ου κ αν στραφείην, ἕως Αν ἦς οἷός περ εἰ. Χ0Ρ02
οὐδ* αὖ τοιαὑτην γλώσσαν ἐν κακοῖς φιλώ· τὰ σκληρὰ γὰρ το/, κἂν ὑπέρδικ’ ἦ, δάκνει.
ΜΕΝΕΛΑΟΝ
ὁ τοξότη? ἔοικεν οὐ σμικρόν φρονεΐν. TETKPOS
οὐ γὰρ βάναυσον την τέχνην ἐκτησάμην. ΜΕΝΕΛΑΟΝ
μέγ’ ἄν τι κομττάσειας, ασιτία εἰ Χάβοις. TETKPOS
καν ψιΧός άρκέσαιμι σοι y ώττΧισμένφ· ΜΕΝΕΛΑΟΝ
ἡ γλῶσσα σου τον θύμον ως δεινόν τρέφει. ΤΕΤΚΡ03
ξὺν τῷ δικαίῳ γὰρ μἐγ’ εξεστιν φρονεϊν.
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And captain unto Ajax ne’er couldst be.
Go, lord it o’er thy henchmen, chasten them With lordly pride ; but this mail, whether thou, Aye, or thy brother-general forbid,
I with due rites and offices will bury
Despite thy threatenings. ’Twas not to bring back
Thy wife that Ajax joined in the campaign,
Like thy serf drudges, but to keep the oath Whereto he had bound himself, no whit for thee;
Of underlings like thee he took no heed.
Go then and bring more heralds back with thee And the commander; for thy noisy rant,
Whilst thou art what thou art, I care no straw.
CHORUS
This speech again mislikes me in the midst Of woes ; hard words, how just soever, wound,
. MENELAUS
Methinks this archer1 hath a captain’s pride.
TEUCER
Aye, as the master of no vulgar art.
MENELAUS
How wouldst thoii strut, promoted to a shield !
TEUCER
Without a shield I were a match for thee In panoply.
MENELAUS
How valorous with thy tongue !
TEUCER
He can be bold who hath his quarrel just.
1 ‘ Archer ’ like ‘ ranker ’ by itself is a term of reproach. In the Iliad Teucer is the best bowman in the Achaean host, but also a good man-at-arms.
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ΜΕΝΕΛΑΟ2
δίκαια γὰρ τὁνδ’ εύτυχεΐν κτείναντά με; ΤΕΤΚΡ02
κτείναντα; δεινόν γ’ εἶπας, εἰ καὶ ζῇς θανών. ΜΕΝΕΛΑΟΝ
θεὺς γὰρ εκσωξει με, τῷδε δ’ οϊχομαι.
ΤΕΎΚΡ02
μή νυν άτιμα θεούς, θεοῖς σεσωσ μένος. ΜΕΝΕΛΑΟΝ
ἐγὼ γὰρ ἄν ψέξαιμι δαιμόνων νομούς;
ΤΕΥ ΚΡ O 2
εἰ τοὺς θανόντας ούκ εας θάπτειν παρών. ΜΕΝΕΛΑ02
τοὺς γ’ αὐτὸς αυτόν πολεμίους, οὐ γὰρ καλόν· ΤΕΤΚΡ05
ἦ σοὶ γὰρ Αἴας πολέμιος προὑστη ποτέ;
ΜΕΝΕΛΑΟ2
μισονντ ἐμίσει* καὶ σὺ τοῦτ’ ήπίστασο. ΤΕΤΚΡ02
κλέπτης yap αυτόν ψηφοποιος ηύρέθης. ΜΕΝΕΛΑ02
ἐν τοῖς δικασταῖς, κοὐκ ἐμοί, τὁδ’ έσφάλη. ΤΕΤΚΡ05
πὁλλ’ ἄν κακώς λάθρα συ κλέψειας κακά, ΜΕΝΕΛΑΟΝ
τοῦτ’ εἰς ἀνίαν τοὑπος έρχεται τινι.
ΤΕΤΚΡ02
οὐ μάλλον, ὡς ἔοικεν, ἢ λυπησομεν.
ΜΕΝΕΛΑ02
ἐν σοι φράσω· τὁνδ’ ἐστὶν οὐχὶ θαπτέον. ΤΕΤΚΡ02
ἀλλ’ ἀντ ακούσει τοῦτον ώς τεθάψεται.
Digitized by Google
AJAX
MENELAUS
Justice quotha, to exalt my murderer ?
TEUCER
Murdered, and yet thou livest! that is strange !
MENELAUS
Heaven saved me ; in intention I was slain.
TEUCER
If the gods saved thee, sin not ’gainst the gods.
MENELAUS
I! could I e’er abuse the laws of Heaven ?
TEUCER
Yea, if thou com’st to stop the burial.
MENELAUS
Of mine own foes ; to bury them were sin.
TEUCER
Was Ajax e’en thine enemy in the field ?
MENELAUS
He loathed me, as I him, thou knowest well.
TEUCER
Aye, thou hadst robbed him by suborning votes.
MENELAUS
’Twas by the judges he was cast, not me.
TEUCER
A fair face thou canst put on foulest frauds.
MENELAUS
Someone I know will suffer for that word.
TEUCER
He who provoked is like to suffer more.
MENELAUS
One word more ; he shall not be buried.
TEUCEll
One word in answer; buried he shall be.
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ΜΕΝΕΛΑΟΝ
ἡδη ποτ’ εἶδον ἄνδρ’ ἐγὼ γΧώσση θρασνν ναύτας βφορμήσαντα χειμωνος τὺ πλεῖν, ᾤ φθἀγμ’ ἄν οὐκ ἄν ηὑρες, ἡνίκ’ ἐν κακα> χειμωνος εἔχετ’, ἀλλ’ ὺφ’ είματος κρυφεις πατάν παρείχε τῷ θέΧοντι ναυτίλων. οὕτω δὲ καὶ σὲ καὶ τὺ σὺν Χάβραν στόμα σ μικρόν νέφους τάχ αν τις εκπνεύσας μέγας χειμὼν κατασβέσεις την πολλὴν βοήν,
ΤΕΤΚΡ05
ἐγὼ δέ γ’ ἄνδρ’ ὄπωπα μωρίας πΧέων,	1150
ος ἐν κακοῖς ύβριζε τοϊσι των πέλας.
κᾴτ’ αυτόν είσιοών τις έμφερης ἐμοὶ
ὸργήν θ’ όμοιος είπε τοιουτον Xoyov
ώνθρωπε, μὴ δρᾶ τοὺς τεθνηκότας κακώς·
εἰ γὰρ ποησεις, ἴσθι πημανούμενος.
τοιαυτ ανοΧβον ανΒρ ένουθέτει παρών.
ὁρω δέ τοι νιν, κάστιν, ως έμοι δοκεῖ,
ούΒείς ποτ9 ἄλλος ἢ σύ. μῶν ηνιξάμην;
ΜΕΝΕΛΑ02
ἄπειμι* καὶ γὰρ αισχρόν, εἰ πύθοιτό τις λὁγοις κοΧάζειν ω βιάζεσθαι πάρα.	1160
ΤΕΤΚΡ02
αφερπέ νυν κάμοι γὰρ αϊσχιστον κΧυειν ἀνδρὸς ματαίου φΧανρ’ ἔπη μυθουμένου,
Χ0Ρ02
ἔσται μεγάλης εριΒός τις άηών.
ἀλλ’ ώς δύνασαι, Τεῦκρε, ταγυνας
σπεΰσον κοίΧην κάπετόν τιν ἰδεῖν
τῷδ\ ἕνθα βροτοΐς τον αείμνηστον	|
τάφον εύρώεντα καθέξει.
Φ
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MENELAUS
Once did I see a braggart, bold of tongue,
Who had pressed his crew to sail in time of storm, But when the storm was on him he was mum—
Lay like a dead log muffled in his cloak,
And let the sailors trample him at will.
E’en so with thee and thy unbridled tongue. Perchance a mighty hurricane may rise,
Sprung from a cloud no bigger than a hand,
Swoop down on thee and quench thy blustering.
TEUCER
Once too l knew a fool, a silly fool,
Who triumphed at his neighbour’s woes and mocked ; And then it chanced that one, a man like me In looks and character, addressed him thus :
Man, do not evil to the dead, for if Thou doest evil, thou wilt surely rue it.
So to his face he chid that silly fool.
I see that wight before me, and methinks
’Tis none but thou. Can’st read my riddle plain ?
MENELAUS
I go, for ’twould disgrace me, were it known That I, with power to act, chastised with words.
TEUCER
Begone then ! ’twere for me a worse disgrace To listen to a bragsters idle prate. [Exit Menelaus.
chorus
Soon a mortal strife will come.
Seek a hollow grave, and haste,
Teucer, with what speed thou may'st,
To prepare the mouldering tomb,
Where the warrior shall lie,
Deathless in men’s memory.
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TETKP02
καὶ μὴν ἐς αυτόν καιρόν οϊδε πλησίοι
πάρεισιν ἀνδρὸς τοῦδε παῖς τε καὶ 7*μὴ*
τάφον περιστελούντε δυστήνου νεκρού.	117°
ὦ παῖ, πρὁσελθε δεῦρο καὶ σταθείς πέλας
Ικέτης εφαψαι πατρός, ὅς σ’ εγείνατο.
θάκει δὲ προστρόπαιος εν χεροΐν ἔχων
κόρας ἐμὰς καὶ τῆσδε καὶ σαυτον τρίτου,
ίκτηριον θησαυρόν, ει δε τις στρατού
βία σ άποσπάσειε τούδε τού νεκοού,
κακός κακώς αθαπΤος εκπόσοι γθονός,
γένους απαντος ρίζαν εξημημενος,
αὕτως δπωσπερ τόνδ’ ἐγὼ τέμνω πλόκον.
ἔχ’ αυτόν, ώ παῖ, καὶ φύλασσε, μηδέ σε	1180
κίνησα τω τις, ἀλλὰ προσπεσων ἔχου.
ὑμεῖς τε μὴ γυναίκες αντ άνδρών πέλας
παρεστατ, ἀλλ’ άρηγετ, εστ εγώ ρολών
τάφου μεληθώ τῷδε, κἀν μηδεὶς ἐφ.
Χ0Ρ02	<Γτρ. α'
τίς ἄρα νέατος ἐς πότε λήξει πολυπλάηκτων ετέων αριθμός,
τάν απαυστον αἰὲν ἐμοὶ δορυσσοητων	Ι
μόγθων άταν επάγων
αν τάν εύρώδεα Τρωίαν,1	1190
δύστανον ονειδος Έλλανων;
ἀντ. π’
ὄφελε πρότερον αιθέρα δύναι μέγαν ή τον πολύκοινον *Αιδαν
κείνος ἀνήρ, δς στυγερών ἔδειξεν οπλών Ἕλλασιν κοινόν *Αρη.
1 άνλ τἄν ευρώ 5η Τροίαν MSS., Ahrens corr.
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Enter tecmessa and child.
*	TEUCER
Lo! in good time I see his child and wife Draw near to tend the hero’s obsequies.
Come hither, child, and take thy place beside him And lay, in suppliant guise, thy hand in his,
And kneel as one who hath taken sanctuary,
With locks of hair as offering in thine hand—
Mine, hers, and thine,—all-potent means of grace. Then if by violence any of the host Should drag thee from the dead man, be his lot To perish banned, cast forth without a grave,
Cut off with kith and kindred, root and branch,
Even as I cut this lock from off my head.
Take it and keep it, child ; let no man move thee. Kneel thou, and clasp in close embrace the dead. And ye, his comrades, stand not idly by As women mourners ; quit yourselves as men In his defence, till I have made a grave To bury him, though all the world forbid.
[Exit TEUCEE. chorus	(Str. 1)
When shall the score be told, the sum of the endless years ?
Weary am I of camps and tramps and the hurtling of spears.
Hither and thither I roam o’er the windswept Trojan plain,
Shame and reproach for Greece, for Grecians trouble
md***	(Ant. I)
Would he had sunk to hell, or vanished in ether afar, Who first admonished the Greeks to league themselves for the war—
99
h 2
Digitized by Google
AIA2
Ιω πόνοι πρόγονοι πόνων κείνος γὰρ ἔπερσεν άνθρωπονς. ·
ἐκεῖνος οὐτε στεφάνων ούτε βαθεϊαν κυλικών vel μεν ἐμοὶ τέρψιν όμιΧειν, ούτε γλυκὺ ν ανΧων 6τοβον, δύσμορος, οὔτ’ ενννχίαν1 τέρψιν Ιανειν.
ίρώτων δ’, ερώτων άπεπανσεν, ωμοί. κείμαι δ’ αμέριμνος ούτως, ἀεὶ πυκιναϊς δροσοις τεγγόμενος κόμας,
Χνγράς μνήματα Τροίας.
καὶ πρὶν μὲν αἰὲν νυχίον λείματος ἦν μοι προβοΧά καὶ βεΧέων θούριος Αἴας· νῦν δ* οὗτος άνεϊται στνγερφ δαίμονι· τίς μοι, τίς ἔτ’ οὖν τέρψις ίπίσται;
γενοίμαν ἵν’ νΧάεν ἔπεστι πόντον πρόβΧημ άΧίκΧυστον, ακραν υπό πΧάκα Σουνίου,	1220
τὰς ίερὰς ὅπως προσείποιμεν Ἀθάνα?.
1 ἐννυχίου MSS., Wolff corr.
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War, the father of toils, whence tnortal sorrows began;
Yea, it was he who begat the plague and ruin of man.
Wretch ! for me no garlands fine, ·' (Str. 2.) Cups o’erbrimming with red wine ;
No shrill flutes didst thou assign.
Wretch ! a foe to all delight.
E’en the slumbers soft of night Thy alarms have banished quite.
And my loves, ah well-a-day !
Thou hast driven them all away ;
Here I lie on the cold clay:
All alone, with none to care,
While the dank dews wet my hair.
Such, accursed Troy, thy fare !
Erewhile Ajax, stalwart knight, (Ant. 2.) Was my buckler in the fight,
Shield against the alarm of might.
Now by Fate a victim led To the altar, he hath bled;
And for me all joy hath fled.
0	that from this barren strand Wafted to Athena’s land
1	on Sunium’s brow might stand ;
Hear the waves that round it beat Wash the wooded headland’s feet,
Sacred Athens thence to greet!
loi
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* TETKP05
καὶ μὴν ἰδὼν ἔσπευσα τ ον στρατηλάτην Αγαμβμνον ἡμῖν δεῦρο τὁνδ’ όρμωμενον δῆλος δέ μούστϊ σκαιόν εκλύσων στόμα.
'*	ΑΓΑΜΕΜΝΩΝ
τὰ δὴ τὰ δεινὰ ρηματ άγγέλλουσί μοι τλήναι καθ* ἡμῶν ώδ’ άνοιμωκτί χανειν; σὲ τοι, τον ἐκ τἧς αίχμαλωτίΒος λέγω, ἦ που τραφείς ἄν μητρὺς ευμενούς ἄπο ῦψ·ήλ’ ἐκὁμπεις κἀπ’ ἄκρων ώΒοιπόρεις, ὅτ’ οὐδὲν ὦν τοῦ μηδὲν άντέστης ὑπερ, κοὑτε στρατηγούς ούτε ναυάρχους μολεῖν ἡμᾶς *Αχαιών οὐδὲ σοῦ διωμὅσω, ἀλλ’ αυτός άρ^ων, ως συ φης, Αἴας ἔπλει. ταῦτ’ οὐκ άκουειν μεγάλα πρὸς δούλων κακά ποιου κέκραγας ἀνδρὸς ὦδ* ύπέρφρονα; ποῖ βάντος ή που στ αντος οὑπερ οὐκ ἐγώ; οὐκ ὰρ* Ἀχαιοῖς ἄνδρες εἰσὶ πλὴν ὅδε; πικρούς εοιγμεν των Αχίλλειων οπλών αγώνας Ἀργείοισι κήρυξα ι τότε, εἰ πανταχοῦ φανοὑμεθ’ ἐκ Τεὑκρου κακοί, κούκ άρκεσει ποθ' ὑμὶν οὐδ* ήσσημένοις εϊκειν α τοΐς πολλοΐσιν ή pea κεν κριταΐς, ἀλλ’ αἰὲν ἡμᾶς ἢ κακοις βάλειτέ που ἢ σὺν δὁλῳ κεντήσεθ’ οι λελειμμένοι. ἐκ τῶνδε μέντοι των τρόπων ου κ αν ποτε κατάσπασις γένοιτ αν ούΒενός νόμου, εἰ τοὺς δίκη νικώντας εξωθησομεν καί τους όπισθεν εις το πρόσθεν αξομεν. ἀλλ* είρκτέον τάδ’ ἐστίν οὐ γὰρ οι πλατείς οὐδ* εύρύνωτοι φω τες ασφαλέστατοι,
Google
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Enter teucer.
teucer
Lo I return in haste ; I saw approach Great Agamemnon, captain of the host;
’Tis plain he means to vent on us his spleen Enter agamemnon.
AGAMEMNON
So, Sirrah, it is thou (for thus I learn)
Hast dared to rant and curse and threaten us,
Thus far unpunished ; thou the bondmaid’s son.
Ha ! had thy mother been a high-born dame,
How grand thy speech, how proud had been thy gait,
When now, a nobody, thou championest That thing of naught, maintaining that we kings Had no commission, or on sea or land,
To rule the Greeks or thee, and (such thy claim) That Ajax sailed, an independent chief.
Is this not rank presumption in a slave ?
And what is he whose might thou vauntest thus ? Where did he hold his ground or lead the assault Where I was not ? Have Greeks no man but him ? ’Twas in an evil hour we made proclaim Of open contest for Achilles’ arms,
If Teucer must denounce us as corrupt,
Whate’er the issue, and if ye reject The adverse judgment of the major part,
But must for ever gird at us and rail,
Or plot to stab us, when ye lose your suit.
Never with tempers such as yours could law Be firmly based, if we are called to oust The rightful victors and promote the worse.
This must be stopped. Tis not the brawny, big, Broad-shouldered men who prove the best at need;
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ἀλλ’ οι φρονοῦντες εὖ κρατοΰσι ττανταχοΰ.
μἐγας δὲ πλευρὰ βοΰς υπό σμικράς ὅμως
μάστιγος ὀρθὸς εἰς ὁδὺν πορεύεται.
και σοΙ προσέρπον τοῦτ* ἐγὼ τὺ φάρμακον
όρώ τά^’, εἰ μὴ νουν κατακτήσει τινα·
ος ἀνδρος οὐκέτ’ οντος, ἀλλ’ ἤδη σκιάς,
θαρσών υβρίζεις κάξελευθεροστομεις.
ου σωφρονησεις; ου μαθων δς εἶ φύσιν
ἄλλον τι ν’ ἄξεις ἄνδρα δεῦρ’ ελεύθερον,	1260
ὅστις πρός ἡμᾶς ἀντὶ σοῦ λἑξει τὰ σά;
σοῦ γὰρ λε*γοντος ούκετ civ μάθοιμ ἐγώ*
τὴν βάρβαρον γὰρ γλώσσαν οὐκ ἐπ α ίω.
XOPOS
εἴθ’ ὑμὶν ἀμφοῖν νοῦς γένοιτο σωφρονεϊν τούτου yap οὐδὲν σφφν ἔχω λφον φράσαι.
ΤΕΤΚΡ02
φεῦ* τοῦ θανόντος ως ταχεία τις βροτοίς χάρις Βιαρρεΐ και προδοῦσ’ ἁλίσκεται, ει σοῦ γ* ὕδ’ ἀνὴρ οὐδ’ ἐπὶ σ μικρών λὁγων,
Αἴας, ἔτ* ἴσχει μνῆστιν, οὖ σὺ πολλάκις
τὴν σὴν προτείνω ν ττρούκαμες ψυχήν δὁρει. 1270
ἀλλ’ οϊχεται δὴ πάντα ταῦτ’ ερριμμενα.
ώ πολλά λέξας ἄρτι κάνοητ ἔπη,
οὐ μνημονεύεις ούκετ οὐδὲν, ἡνίκα
έρκέων ίγοΘ' υμάς ούτος iy κεκλιμένους,
ἡ δη τὺ μηδὲν όντας, εν τροπή δορὸς
ερρύσατ ἐλθὼν μοῦνος, ἀμφὶ μὲν νεῶν
ακροισιν ἡδη ναυτικοις έΒωλίοις
πυρὸς φλέyοντος, εις δὲ ναυτικά σκάφη
πηδὦντος ἄρδην Ἕκτορο? τάφρων υπέρ;
τις ταῦτ’ ἀπεῖρξεν; οὐχ ὅδ’ ἦν ὁ δρῶν τάδε, 1280
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The wise and prudent everywhere prevail.
The broad-ribbed ox is guided on his path Down the straight furrow by a little goad.
A like corrective is in store for thee,
If thou acquire not some small sense full soon.
The man is dead, a shadow, and yet thou Let’st thy tongue wag and waxest insolent.
Come to a sober mind ; recall thy birth,
Bring hither someone else, a free-born man,
To plead thy cause before us in thy stead ;
For when thou speak’st thy words convey no sense ;
I understand not a barbarian tongue.
CHORUS
I would ye twain might learn sobriety ;
’Tis the best counsel I can give you both.
TEUCER
Out on man’s gratitude ! how soon it fades,
Or proves a traitor when a friend is dead !
What memory, what tittle of regard Hath he for thee, my Ajax, thou who oft At peril of thy life didst toil for him ?
Lost labour, cast away and all forgot!
Vain, windy orator, canst not recall
The day when ye were cooped within your lines,
Scattered, half routed and as good -as lost,
How single-handed he stood forth and saved you, Though at your ships the poop decks were ablaze, And Hector o’er the fosse came bounding, prompt To board them ? Who averted then the rout ?
The very man of whom thou sayest now,
·“ He did no deed I have not done myself.”
?°5
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hv ονδαμον φης, ον σὺ μή, βήναι1 ποδί; αρ ὑμὶν οντος ταῦτ’ ἔδρασβν ἔνδικα; χὦτ’ αὖθις αντος ^Εκτορος μόνος μόνον λαγών τε κἀκέλευστος ἦλθ’ ἐναντίος, οὐ οραπέτην τον κλήρον ἐς μέσον καθεῖς, νγρας άρουρας βώλον, ἀλλ* ος εὐλὁφου κυνῆς ἔμελλε πρώτος ἅλμα κουφιεῖν; ὅδ’ ἦν ο ττράσσων ταντα, σὺν δ’ ἐγὼ παρών, ὁ δοῦλος, οὑκ τῆς βαρβάρον μητρός γεγώς. δύστηνε, ποι βλέπων ποτ αυτά καί θροεΐς; οὐκ οίσθα σον πατρός μεν ός προνφν πατήρ άργαίον ὄντα Πίλοπα βάρβαρον Φρύγα; Ἀτρἑα δ’, δς αὖ σ’ ἔσπειρε δυσσεβέστατον, προθέντ ἀδελφῴ δεῖπνον οικείων τέκνων; αντος δὲ μητρός εξέφνς Κρήσσης, ἐφ’ ἥ λαβών επακτόν ανδρ 6 φιτνσας πατήρ εφηκεν ελλοΐς Ιχθύσιν διαφθοράν. τοιοῦτος ὦν τοιᾤδ’ ονειδίζεις σποράν; ος εκ πατρός μεν ει μι Τ ελαμωνος γεγώς, ὅστις στρατού τὰ πρωτ άριστεύσας εμην ϊσχει ξύνευνον μητέρ , ἢ φύσει μὲν ἦν βασίλεια, Ααομέδοντος· εκκριτον δέ νιν δώρημα κείνφ ’δωκεν * Αλκμήνης ηόνος. ἄρ’ ώδ’ ἄριστος ἐξ άριστέοιν δυοῖν βλαστών &ν αίσχννοιμι τους προς αίματος, ούς νῦν σὺ τοιοῖσδ* ἐν πόνοισι κειμένονς ωθείς άθάπτονς, οὐδ’ επαισχννει λέγω ν; εὖ νυν πὸδ’ ἴσθι, τούτον ει βαλειτέ πον,
ιοό
1 οόδε συμβηναι MSS., Madvig corr.
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Was that no loyal service ? Judge yourselves;
Or once again when he in single fight Confronted Hector, under no constraint,
But by the lot he drew—no skulking lot,1 No lump of loam, but one that well he knew Would first leap lightly from the crested helm ?
Such deeds were his, and at his side was I,
This slave, of a barbarian mother born.
How canst thou prate thus idly ? Look at home. Hast thou forgotten that thine own sire’s sire Was Phrygian Pelops, a barbarian ?
That Atreus who begat thee, wretch, did set Before his brother a most impious feast,
His brother’s children’s flesh ? That thou thyself Com’st of a Cretan mother whom her sire Caught with an alien slave, her paramour,
And sent to feed dumb fishes of the deep ?
Thus basely bom thou twit’st me with my birth!
My sire was Telamon who won the prize As champion of the host, a peerless bride,
A princess, daughter of Laomedon,
The meed assigned him by Alcmena’s son.
She was my mother. And am I, thus bom Nobly of parents both of noblest birth,
Am I to shame my kindred overthrown,
Now helpless, whelmed in utter misery,
Whom thou wouldst spurn and rob of burial rites, Nor art ashamed to promulgate this ban ?
Know this full well, where’er ye cast this man,
1 An allusion to the story of Cresphontee who after the Dorian Conquest agreed to cast lots for his share of the Peloponnese and in order to secure the last lot, which he coveted, put a lump of clay into the urn instead of a potsherd.
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β αΧείτε χἡμᾶς τρεῖς ὁμοῦ συγκείμενους. ἐπεὶ καλὸν μοι τοῦδ* υπερπονουμενφ θανεῖν προδήλως μᾶλλον ἣ τῆς σῆς ὑπὲρ γυναίκας, ἢ τοῦ σοῦ γ*1 ὸμαίμονος λέγω; πρὸς ταύθ* δ ρα μὴ τοὐμὸν, ἀΧΧὰ καὶ τὺ σὸν ώς εἴ με ττημανεῖς τι, βουΧήσει ποτε και δειλὸς εἶναι μᾶλλον ἢ ἵν ἐμοὶ θρασύς.
Χ0Ρ02
ἄναξ Όδυσσεΰ, καιρόν ϊσθ* ἐληλυθώς, εἰ μὴ ξυνὡψων, ἀλλὰ σνΧΧνσων πάρει.
ΟΔΤ52ΕΤ2
τί δ’ ἔστιν, ἄνδρες; τηλόθεν γὰρ ῄσθὁμην βοὴν ’Ατρειδών τῷδ* ἐπ’ άΧκίμφ νεκρφ.
ΑΓΑΜΕΜΝΠΝ
οὐ γὰρ κλύοντές εσμεν αίσχίστους λόγους, ἄναξ Ὀδυσσεὺς τοῦδ’ υπ’ άνδρος άρτίως; ΟΔΤ25ΕΤ5
ποιους; ἐγὼ γὰρ ἀνδρὶ συγγνώμην ἔχω κΧύοντι φΧαΰρα συμβαΧεΐν ἔπη κακά.
•	ΑΓΑΜΕΜΝΠΝ
ήκουσεν αισχρά· δρών γὰρ ἦν τοιαΰτά με.
ΟΑΎ22ΕΎ2
τί yap σ εδρασεν, ώστε καὶ βΧάβην εχειν; ΑΓΑΜΕΜΝΩΝ
οὑ φησ εάσειν τόνδε τον νεκρόν ταφής άμοιρον, ἀλλὰ πρὸς βίον θάψειν ἐμοῦ.
ΟΔΤ22ΕΤ5
εξεστιν ούν είποντι τάΧηθή φιΧω σοὶ μηδέν ἧσσον ἡ πάρος ξυνηρετεΐν;'2 1 <γ«5 0’ MSS., Bothe corr. 2	MSS., Jjobeck corrr
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We three, three corpses, ye will cast beside.
For me ’twere nobler before all men’s eyes To fall in his behalf than for a wife Of thine—or of thy brother, should I say ? Therefore bethink thee—’tis thine interest No less than mine—if on me thou dar’st lay A finger, thou wilt surely wish full soon Rather to bear the brand of cowardice Than prove thy reckless bravery on me.
Enter odysseus.
chorus
My lord Odysseus, thou art come in time,
If thou art here to mediate, not embroil.
ODYSSEUS
What is it, sirs ? Far off I heard loud words Of the Atridae o’er the hero’s corpse.
AGAMEMNON
True, lord Odysseus ; were we not provoked By the most shameful taunts from yonder man ?
ODY8SEUS
What taunts ? For my part I can pardon one Who when reviled retorts in angry words.
AGAMEMNON
I did abuse him as his acts deserved.
ODY8SEUS
Say by what action gave he just offence ?
AGAMEMNON
He vows he will not leave unsepultured The corpse, but bury it in my despite.
ODYSSEUS
May I be candid with thee as a friend Without suspicion of my loyalty ?
1,09
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ΑΓΑΜΕΜΝΩΝ
εἴπ’· ἦ τὰρ εἵην οὐκ ἄν εὖ φρονων, ἐπεὶ φίλον σ’ ἐγὼ μέγιστον Ἀργείων νέμω. OATSSETS
ακούε νυν. τον ανδρα τὁνδε πρὸ? θεών μὴ τλῇς άθ απτόν ωο ἀναλγήτως βαλεῖν μηδ’ ἡ βία σε μηδαμῶς νικησάτω τοσὁνδε μισεῖν ώστε τὴν δίκην πατεῖν. κἀμοὶ γὰρ ἦν πο θ' οντος ἔχθιστος στρατού, ἐξ οὗ ’κράτησα των Ἀνιλλείων ὅπλων, ἀλλ’ αὐτὸν ἔμπας ὅντ’ εγὼ τοιόνδ’ ἐμοὶ οὐκ άντατιμΑσαιμ αν, ὥστε μὴ λἀγειν ἐν’ ἄνδρ’ ἰδεῖν αριστον 'Apyeicov, δσοι Τροίαν άφικόμεσθα, πλὴν Ἀχιλλέως. ώστ’ οὐκ ἄν ἐνδίκως γ’ ατιμΛζοιτό σοι· ου yap τι τοῦτον, ἀλλὰ τοὺς Θεών νόμους φθείρ ο ις αν. ἄνδρα δ’ οὐ δίκαιον, εἰ θάνοι, βλΑπτειν τον ἐσθλόν, οὐδ’ ἐὰν ράσων κυρτ)ς. ΑΓΑΜΕΜΝΩΝ
συ ταντ, Όδυσσευ, τοῦδ* ὑπερμαχεῖς ἐμοί; ΟΔΤ22ΕΤ5
ἔγωγ’* ερίσουν δ\ ηνίκ ἦν μισεῖν καλὸν. ΑΓΑΜΕΜΝΩΝ
οὐ γὰρ θανόντι καί προσεμβήναί σε χρη;
ΟΔΤ22ΕΤ5
μὴ χαῖρ’, Ἀτρείδη, κερδεσιν τοῖς μὴ καλοῖς. ΑΓΑΜΕΜΝΩΝ
τόν τοι τύραννον εύσεβειν ου ρφδιον.
ΟΔΤ22ΕΤ2
ἀλλ’ εὖ λέγουσι τοῖς φίλοις τιμὰς νέμειν. ιιο
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AGAMEMNON
Surely. I am not senseless, and I count Thee among all the Greeks my chiefest friend.
ODYSSEUS
Then hear me. O for pity’s sake forbear,
Repent, and let not violence and hate Blind thee to trample justice under foot.
I also counted him my deadliest foe In all the army, ever since the day When by award I won Achilles’ arms ;
Yet for all that, foe as he was to me,
I would not so requite his wrong with wrong As not to own that, save Achilles, he In all the host of Argives had no peer.
Unjustly thou wouldst thus dishonour him;
For not to him, but to the laws of heaven Wouldst thou do wrong; and wrong it is to insult A brave man dead, e’en if he be thy foe.
AGAMEMNON
Wilt thou, Odysseus, take his part against me?
ODYSSEUS
Yea, yet I hated him so long as hate Was honourable.
AGAMEMNON	, '
Why not hate him still,
And set thy heel on his dead body too ?
ODYSSEUS
Delight not, son of Atreus, in ill gains. ·
AGAMEMNON
’Tis hard for monarchs to show piety.
ODYSSEUS
But not respect for friends who counsel well.
in
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ΑΓΑΜΕΜΝΩΝ
κλύειν top εσθλον ανδρα χρὴ τῶν ἐν τελεί. ΟΔΤ22ΕΤ2
παῦσαι· κρατείς τοι των φίλων νικώμενος. ΑΓΑΜΕΜΝΠΝ
μέμνησ’ όποίω φω τὶ τὴν χάριν δίδως. ΟΔΤ52ΕΤ5
ὅδ’ εχθρός ἀνήρ, ἀλλὰ γενναίος ποτ’ ἦν. ΑΓΑΜΕΜΝΠΝ
τί ποτε ποήσεις; εχθρόν ὦδ’ αἰ δεῖ νεκυν;
ΟΔΤ55ΕΤ2
νικᾴ γδη άρετή με της εχθρας πολύ. ΑΓΑΜΕΜΝΠΝ
τοιοίδε μέντοι φώτες εμπληκτοι β ροτών. ΟΔΤ52ΕΤ2
ἦ κάρτα πολλοί νυν φίλοι καύθις πικροί. ΑΓΑΜΕΜΝΠΝ
. τοιούσδ’ επαινείς δῆτα σὺ κτάσθαι φίλους; ΟΔΤ22ΕΤ2
σκληράν έπαινεΐν ου φιλώ ψυχήν εγώ. ΑΓΑΜΕΜΝΠΝ
ἡμᾶς σὺ δειλούς τῇδε θημέρα φανείς. ΟΔΤ22ΕΤ5
ἄνδρας μὲν οὖν Ἕλλησι πᾶσιν ενδίκους. ΑΓΑΜΕΜΝΠΝ
άνωγας οΰν με τὸν νεκρόν θάπτειν ἐᾶν; ΟΔΤ25ΕΤ2
ἔγωγε· καὶ γἀγ αὐτὸς ἐνθάδ’ ίξομαι.
ΑΓΑΜΕΜΝΩΝ
ἦ πάνθ' ὅμοια πᾶς ἀνὴρ αὑτῷ πονεΐ.
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AGAMEMNON
A true man ever heeds authority.
ODYSSEUS
Forbear: thou conquerest, yielding unto friends.
AGAMEMNON
Think to what kind of man thou showest grace.
ODYSSEUS
My foe he was, but still a noble foe.
AGAMEMNON
What wouldst thou ? Honour a dead foeman’s corpse ?
ODYSSEUS
With nie his worth outweighs his enmity.
AGAMEMNON
Such sudden change of mind we call caprice.
ODYSSEUS
Common enough the change from friend to foe.
AGAMEMNON
Dost thou commend such fickle friends as these ?
ODYSSEUS
A stubborn temper I would ne’er commend.
AGAMEMNON
Thou mind’st this day to make us seem as cowards.
ODYSSEUS
Nay, as just rulers in the eyes of Greece, r
AGAMEMNON
Thou bidst me then permit the burial ?
ODYSSEUS
Yes, for I too shall come to need the same.
AGAMEMNON
How true the saw, each labours for himself.
n 3
VOL. II.	I
Digitized by Google
AIA2
ΟΔΤ22ΕΤ2
τῷ yap με μᾶλλον εἰκὸς ἢ ’μαυτῷ πο νεῖν;
ΑΓΑΜΕΜΝΩΝ
σὺν ἆρα τovpyov, οὐκ ἐμὺν κεκλήσεται.
ΟΔΤ25ΕΤ2
ώς ἀν ποήσης, πανταχῆ χρηστος y ἔσει.
ΑΓΑΜΕΜΝΠΝ
ἀλλ’ εὖ γε μέντοι τουτ έπίστασ ώς ἐγὼ	1370
σοὶ μὲν νέμοιμ αν τῆσδε καὶ μείξω χάριν, οὗτος δὲ κἀκεῖ κἀνθάδ’ ὦν ἔμοιγ* ομῶς ἔχθιστος ἔσται· σοι δὲ δρᾶν ἔξεσθ’ α χρῇ?.1 Χ0Ρ02
ὅστις σ’, Όδυσσεΰ, μὴ λἐγει γνώμη σοφόν φυναι, τοιοϋτον ὄντα, μωρός εστ ἀνήρ.
ΟΔΤ22ΕΤ5
καὶ νῦν γε Τεύκρῳ τἀπὺ τοῦδ’ αγγέλλομαι, ὅσον τὁτ’ εχθρός ἦ, τοσὁνδ’ είναι φίλος. καὶ τὸν θανόντα τὁνδε συνθάπτειν θέλω καί ξυμπονεΐν και μηδὲν ἐλλείπειν όσων χρη τοῖς άρίστοις άνδράσιν πο νεῖν βροτονς.	1380
ΤΕΤΚΡ05
αριστ Ὀδυσσεῦ, ττάντ εχω σ επαινέσαι λογοισι, καί μ’ ίψευσας έλπίδος πολύ. τούτῳ γὰρ ὦν ἔχθιστος Ἀργείων ἀνὴρ μόνος τταρέστης χερσίν, ούδ’ ετλης παρών θανόντι τῷδε ζων εφυβρίσαι pAya, ώς ὁ στρατηγός ούπιβρόντητος μόλων αυτός τε χω ξύναιμος ήθελησάτην λωβητόν αυτόν εκβαλειν ταφής ἄτερ.
TOiyap σφ’ Όλυμπου τοῦδ’ ο πρεσβεύων πατηο ΐ390 1 χρἡΜ8β., Dindorf corr.
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ODYSSEUS
And who deserves my labour more than I ?
AGAMEMNON
Well, let it seem thy doing, friend, not mine.
ODYSSEUS
Howe’er ’tis done, ’twill prove thee good and kind.
AGAMEMNON
To thee, my friend, of this be well assured,
I’d grant a favour greater e’en than this.
But that man, as in living so in death,
Shall have my hate. So do as pleaseth thee.
[Eocit AGAMEMNON.
CHORUS
Whoe’er, Odysseus, having proof like this,
Denies thy wisdom is himself a fool.
ODYSSEUS
And now to Teucer, once my foe, henceforth I proffer friendship staunch and true as was Mine enmity; and I would ask to share With you in obsequies and ritual To grace his grave ; no service would I stint That man can render to the mighty dead.
TEUCER
Noblest Odysseus, I have naught but praise For thy good words that all belie my fears.
Of all the Greeks thou wast his deadliest foe, ·
Yet thou alone didst dare espouse his cause,
And hadst no heart to insult this dumb cold clay, Like yonder crack-brained chief of the host who came, He and his brother general, with intent To cast him forth defamed without a grave.
For that may he who rules in heaven supreme,
ri5
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μνημών τ’ Ἐρινὺς καὶ τελεσφόρος Δίκη κακούς κακώς φθείρειαν, ὥσπερ ηθέλον τον ἄνδρα λώβαις εκβαλεΐν ἀναξίως. σὲ δ’, ὦ yepaiov σπέρμα Ααέρτον πατρός, τάφου μὲν ὸκνω τοῦδ’ επιψανειν ἐᾶν, μὴ τῷ θανόντι τοῦτο δυσχερές ποιώ· τὰ ὃ’ ἄλλα καὶ ξύμπρασσε, κεϊ τινα στρατην θέλεις κόμιζε ιν, οὐδὲν ἄλγος εξομεν. ἐγὼ δὲ τάλλα πάντα πορσυνω· σὺ δὲ ἀνὴρ καθ’ ἡμᾶς ἐσθλὸς ὦν έπίστασο.
ΟΔΤ22ΕΤ2
ἀλλ’ ηθέλον μεν· εἰ δὲ μή *στί σοι φίλον 1400 πράσσειν τάδ’ ἡμᾶς’, εἶμ’ έπαινέ σ ας το σὸν.
ΤΕΤΚΡ02
ἄλις· ἤδη γὰρ ττολυς έκτέταται χρόνος, άλλ’ οἱ μὲν κοΐλην κάπετον χερσι ταχύνατε, τοὶ δ’ ύψίβατον τρίποδ’ άμφίπυρον λουτρών οσίων θέσθ* έπίλαιρον μία δ’ ἐκ κλισίας ἀνδρῶν ἴλη τον ύπασπίδιον κόσμον φερέτω. παῖ, σὺ δὲ πατρός y, οσον ισχύεις, φιλότητι Oiyiov πλευράς συν ἐμοὶ τάσδ’ επικούφιζ*· ἔτι γἀγ θερμαϊ σύpιyyες άνω φυσωσι μέλαν μένος. ἀλλ’ ἄγε πᾶς, φίλος ὅστις ἀνὴρ ιιό
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And the Erinys who forgetteth not,
And Justice who accomplisheth the end,
Curse those accursed sinners and confound them, E’en as they would have wronged the innocent dead. But for thine aid in these our funeral rites,
Son of Laertes, old and honoured chief,
I must reject the service, though full loath,
Lest I should do displeasure to the dead.
In all the rest be one of us, and if
Thou wouldst invite some comrade from the camp
To join the mourning, we shall welcome him.
All else I will provide. Rest well assured,
We reckon thee a true great-hearted friend.
ODYSSEUS
Well I was fain to assist, but if your will Consents not, I will acquiesce and go.
TEUCER
Enough: too long have we delayed.
Go some with mattock armed and spade,
Dig the grave pit speedily;
Lustral waters to supply,
Others set the cauldron high,
Piling around it faggots dry,
Let another band be sent To fetch his harness from his tent.
Thou too, child, draw near and lay Thy little hands on this cold clay;
Though thy help may not be much,
Thy sire shall feel thy loving touch.
Help to raise this prostrate form.
These limbs are cold, yet still the warm Veins from the heart and wounded side Jet forth their dark ensanguined tide.
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φησι Trapeivai, σονσθω, βάτω, τῳο ανορί πόνων τῳ παντ αηαυω fcovSevi πω Χωονι θνητών [Αἵαντος, ὅτ’ ἦν, τότε φωνῶ].1
Χ0Ρ02
ἦ πολλὰ βροτοῖς ἔστιν ἰδοῦσιν yv&var πριν ἰδεῖν δ’ οὐδεὶς μάντις τῶν μελλόντων, ὅ τι πράξει.
1 Rejected by Dindorf.
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Haste, each who claims the name of friend, Haste one and all the dead to tend With service due. Since time began There lived on earth no nobler man.
CHORU8
Wisdom still by seeing grows,
But no man the unseen knows.
Shall he fare or ill or well Who of mortals can foretell ?
119
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ARGUMENT
Orestes, admonished by the Delphic oracle to avenge his murdered father, sets forth for Mycenae accompanied by his aged Paedagogus and Pylades.	When in sight of the
palace they lay their plot The Paedagogus is to present himself as a Phocian messenger and announce to Clytem-nestra that Orestes has been killed in a chariot race at the Pythian games. Meanwhile Orestes and Pylades are to make funeral offerings at the tomb of Agamemnon and then, disguised as Phocians, to carry to the Queen a funeral urn, telling her it holds the ashes of Orestes. Clytemnestra, warned by an evil dream, sends Chryso-themis to pour a libation on the tomb. Electra meets her on the way thither and persuades her to leave these impious offerings and take instead such gifts as the two sisters can make to their father s ghost. Clytemnestra enters with a handmaid bearing fruits to be laid on the altar of Apollo. She rates Electra for being abroad without her leave, and defends her past acts against Electra s reproaches. The announcement of a messenger ends the altercation, and the Queen hears with feigned sorrow and ill-concealed joy the news of Orestes death, and invites the messenger to accompany her to the palace, 122
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Chrysothemis returns from the tomb, reporting that someone has been there before her, has wreathed the mound with flowers, and left on the edge a lock of hair.	Who can it
be but Orestes ? Electra disabuses her, repeating the messenger s sad tale, and entreats her aid in executing the resolve to slay with her own hands their unnatural mother and her paramour. Orestes joins them with Pylades and attendants bearing the funeral urn. She takes the urn in her hands and makes her moan over her lost brother.	As
they converse together Orestes by degrees reveals himself and discloses his purpose. With Pylades he enters the palace, and shortly a death-shriek is heard. He comes forth, and in answer to Electra replies that all is well in the house. Aegisthus is seen approaching, exultant at the report he has heard of Orestes' death.	Electra
coTifirms it, and bids him enter the palace and see with his own eyes the corpse. At Jus bidding the palace doors are thrown open and on a bier is seen a veiled corpse. Aegisthus lifts the face cloth and beholds the corpse of Clytemnestra with Orestes standing hard by,m He knows that his fate is sealed, and is dnven at the sword's point by Orestes to be slain in the hall where Agamemnon was " slain.	The Chorus of free Mycenean women hail the
death of the usurper which ends the curse on the house of Atreus.
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ΟΡΕΧΓΗ2
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
Χ0Ρ02
ΧΡΤ20ΘΕΜΙ2
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DRAMATIS PERSONAE
Aged Servant of Orestes
Orestes, eon of Agamemnon, the late king of Argos, and Clytemneslra
I Electra ) daughters of Agamemnon and Clytem-; Chkysothbmis I nestra Clytemnkstra, Queen of Argos and Mycenae.
Aegisthus, cousin of Agamemnon, sometime paramour of Clytemnestra and now prince consort
Chorus of Mvcenean Women.
Scene : At Mycenae before the Palace of Agamemnon.
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ΠΑΙΔΑΓΩΓΟΊ
Ὀ τον στ ρατη^ήσ αντος ἐν Τροία ποτὲ Ἀγαμὑμνονος παῖ, νῦν ἐκεῖν* ἔξεστι σοι παρόν τι λεύσσειν, ὧν πρόθυμος ἦσθ’ ἀεί. τὺ γὰρ παλαιόν Ἀργος οὺπὁθεις τόδε, τῆς οἰστροπλῆγος ἄλσος ’Ινάχου κόρης* αν τη δ’, Ὀρέστα, τοῦ λυκοκτὁνου Θεοῦ ἀγορὰ Λύκειος· ούξ άριστέρας δ’ ὅδε Ἠρας ὁ κλεινὸς ναὸς· οἷ δ’ ἱκάνομεν, φάσκειν Μυκήνας τὰ? πολυχρύσους ὁρᾶν ποΧύφθορόν τε δώμα Πελοπιδών τόδε, ὅθεν σε πατρός ἐκ φορών ἐγώ ποτε πρὸς σῆς όμαιμου καί κασιγνητης Χαβών ηνςηκα κτξέσωσα κἀξεθρεῆτάμην τοσὁνδ* ἐς ηβης, πατρϊ τιμωρόν φόνου. νῦν οὖν, Ὀρέστα καὶ σὺ φίλτατε ξἐνων Πυλάδη, τί χρὴ δρᾶν ἐν τάχει βουλευτέον
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'Enter aged servant with orestes and pyladks.
AGED SERVANT
0	Child of Agamemnon, who sometime
Was Captain of the host that leaguered Troy,
*Tis thine at last to view before thee spread The scene thy heart was set on. Yonder lies Old Argos thou so long hast yearned to see,
Once refuge of the gadfly-driven maid,1 Daughter of Inachus ; and, Orestes, here The market-place from the Wolf-slayer2 named ; There on our left is Hera’s far-famed shrine ;
And lo! before us, at our very feet Thou seest Mycenae of the golden hoard,
And there the palace grim of Pelops’ line,
Deep stained with murder. Thence I bore thee once Snatched from beside thy father’s bleeding corse By kindly hands, thy sister s ; rescued thus
1	fostered thee till thou hadst reached the age To be the avenger of thy father s blood.
But now, Orestes, and thou, Pylades,
Dearest of friends, the hour for you is ripe To take resolve and that right speedily.
1	Inachus, the river god, was the legendary founder of Argos, whither his daughter Io, changed by the jealous Hera into a cow, was driven in her wanderings.
2	Apollo Lulceios, the god of light, but by folk-etymology connected with \vkos, wolf.
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Ηλεκτρα
ως ἡμὶν ἤδη λαμπρόν ἡλίου σέλας
ὲῷα κινεῖ φθέηματ ορνίθων σαφή
μέλαινά τ’ άστρων ἐκλέλοιπεν εὐφρόνη.
πρὶν οὖν τιν’ ἀνδρῶν ἐξοδοι7τορεῖν στέγης, 20
ξυνάΐΓΤ€τον λἀγοισιν ώς ἐνταῦθ’ ἐμἐν,1
ι ν’ οὐκέτ’ ὸκνεῖν καιρός, ἀλλ’ ἔργω ν ακμή.
ΟΡΕΧΓΗ2
ὦ φίλτατ’ ἀνδρῶν προσπόΧων, ως μοι σαφή '
σημεία φαίν€ΐς ἐσθλὸς εἰς ἡμᾶς γεγώς.
ώσπερ γὰρ ίππος εὺγενής, καν ἦ γέρων,
ἐν τοῖσι δεινοῖς θύμον ούκ ἀπωλεσεν,
ἀλλ’ ὸρθὺν οὖς ΐστησιν, ωσαύτως δὲ σὺ
ἡμᾶς τ’ ὸτρύνεις καὺτὺς ἐν πρωτοις ἔπει.
τοιγὰρ τὰ μὲν δὸξαντα δηλώσω, σὺ δὲ
ὸξεῖαν ακοήν τοῖς ἐμοῖς λἀγοις διδούς,	30
εἰ μή τι καιρόν τυγχάνω, μεθάρμοσον.
ἐγὼ γὰρ ἡνίχ Ικόμην το ΤΙνθικόν
μαντεῖον, ως μάθοιμ ὅτῳ τρόπφ πατρὶ
δίκας άροίμην των φονευσάντων πάρα,
Ϊρή μοι τοιαύθ’ ὁ Φοῖβος ών πεύσει τάχα· σκευον αὐτὸν ασπίδων τε καὶ στρατού δὁλοισι κλέψαι χειρὸς ένδικους σφαγάς. ὅτ’ οὖν τοιονδε χρησμόν εἰσηκούσαμεν, σὺ μὲν μόλων, όταν σε καιρός εἰσάτῃ, δόμων ἔσω τώνδ', ϊσθι παν το δρωμονον,	40
ὅπως ἄν εἰδὼς ἡμὶν ayyeiXr^ σαφή, ου yap σε μὴ γήρᾳ τε καὶ χρόνφ μακρφ γνώσ\ οὐδ* νποπτ€υσονσιν ώδ’ ήνθισμόνον.
\oytp δὲ χρῶ τοιωδ\ ὅτι ξένος μὲν ει Φωκέως παρ* άνομός Φανοτέως ήκων h yap
1 ἐμἐν cannot stand. Hartunsfs ms, Τ* ?σταμ*ν, ovc £στ* ἐτ’ ixvttv teaιράς Is the most probable emendation.
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For lo, already the bright beams of day Waken to melody the pipe of birds,
And black night with her glimmering stars has waned.
So ere a soul be stirring in the streets Confer together and resolve yourselves.
No time for longer pause ; now must we act.
ORESTES
Dearest of followers, how well thou show’st The constant service of thy loyalty!
For as the high-bred steed, though he be old,
Pricks up his ears and champs the bit for joy When battle rages, even so dost thou Both urge us on and follow with the first.
Therefore I will unfold our plans, and thou Note well my words, and if in aught 1 seem To miss the mark, admonish and correct.
Know then that when I left thee to consult The Pythian oracle and learn how best To execute just vengeance for my sire On those that slew him, Phoebus answered thus: Trust not to shields or armed hosts, but steal The chance thyself the avenging blow to deal.
Since then the Pythian god hath thus advised,
Go thou and watch thine opportunity
To enter in the palace and observe
What happens there and bring us full report.
.And fear not to be recognised ; long years And thy white locks, the blossom of old age, '
Have changed thee wholly. Forge some specious tale : Thou art a Phocian stranger hither sent By Phanoteus their doughtiest ally.
VOL II.
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ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
μέγιστος αὐτοῖς τυγχάνει δορυξένων. άγγελλε δ’ ὅρκον1 προστιθεὶς ὁθούνεκα τέθνηκ Ὀρέστης ἐξ αναγκαίας τύχης, ἄθλοισι Πυθικοῖσιν ἐκ τροχηλάτων δίφρων κυλισθείς* ὦδ’ ὁ μύθος έστάτω. ἡμεῖς δὲ πατρός τύμβον, ως ἐφίετο, λοιβαισι πρώτον καί καρατομείς χλιδαϊς στέψαντες εἶτ’ αψορρον ἦξομεν πάλιν, τύπωμα χαλκόπλευρον ή ρ μόνοι χεροΐν, h καί σὺ θάμνοις οίσθά που κεκρυμμ/ένον, όπως λόγῳ κλέπτοντες ἡδεῖαν φάτιν φέρω μεν αὐτοῖς, τοὐμὸν ώς ἔρρει δέρες φλογιστώ» ήδη και κατηνθρακωμένον. τί γάρ με λυπεῖ τ οὐθ’, ὅταν λόγῳ θανών ἔργοισι σωθώ κάξενέγκωμαι κλέος; δοκὼ μὲν, οὐδὲν ρῆμα σὺν κέρδει κακόν. ἤδη γὰρ εἶδον πολλάκις καὶ τοὺς σοφούς λόγφ μΑτην θνήσκοντας· εἶθ’, ὅταν οόμευς έλθωσιν αὖθις, έκτετίμηνται πλέον ως καμ έπαυχώ τῆσδε τῆς φήμης απο δεδορκότ έχθροΐς αστρον ως λάμψειν ἔτι. ἀλλ’, ὦ πατρφα γη θεοί τ εγχώριοι, δέξασθέ μ’ ευτυχούντα ταϊσδε ταῖς ὁδοῖς, σύ τ’, ὦ πατρωον δώμα· σου γάρ έρχομαι δίκη καθαρτης προς θεών ώρμημένος· και μη μ άτιμον τῆσδ’ άποστείλητε γης, ἀλλ* άρχέπλουτον καί καταστάτην δόμων, εϊρηκα μέν νυν ταῦτα· σοὶ δ’ ἤδη, γέρον, το σὺν μελέσθω βάντι φρούρησαν χρέος, νώ δ’ έξι μεν καιρός γάρ, δσπερ άνοράσιν μέγιστος έργου παντός έστ επιστάτης.
1 Ζρκφ MSS., Reiske corr.
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Report, confirming with an oath the tale,
How that Orestes by a fatal chance
Hath perished, from his speeding chariot hurled
(So let thy tale run) at the Pythian games.
And we meanwhile, as the god ordered us,
First having crowned my father’s sepulchre With pure libations and rich offerings Of new-shorn tresses, will return anon,
An urn of well-wrought brasswork in our hands,
The same we hid in the brush-wood, as thon know’st. This will confirm the feigned tale we bring,
That I am dead and to the pyre consigned,
Naught left of me but ashes and grey dust:
Little reck I by rumour to be dead,
So I live on to win me deathless fame.
The end, methinks, gives any fraud excuse.
Oft have I heard of men, reputed wise,
Who spread the rumour of their death, and so Returning home a heartier welcome found.
Thus by my bruited death I too aspire To blaze a sudden meteor on my foes.
But O my country and my country’s gods,
Give me fair welcome, prosper my emprise !
And greet me too, thou palace of my sires ;
A heaven-sent purger of thy stain I come.
Send me not forth again to banishment,
But O! restore to me its ancient wealth,
May I refound its old prosperity !
Enough of words ; go presently, old friend,
Attend thy business ; and we two will go,
And watch the time, for opportunity |
Is the best captain of all enterprise. \
*3*
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*
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ίώ μοι μοι δύστηνος.
ΠΑΙΔΑΓΩΓΟΊ
καὶ μὴν θυρών ἔδοξα προσπόλων τινος ὑποστενούσης ἔνδον αισθέσθαι, τἐκνον. ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ5
ὰρ’ ἐστὶν ἡ δύστηνος Ήλεκτρα* θέλεις μείνωμεν αὐτοῦ κάπακούσωμβν1 γὁων; ΠΑΙΔΑΓΩΓΟΊ
ήκιστα· μηδὲν πρόσθεν ἢ τὰ Λοξίου πειρώμεθ’ ἔρδειν κἀπὸ τῶνδ’ ὰρχηγετεῖν, πατρὸς χἐοντες Χοντρά· ταῦτα γὰρ φἐρει νίκη ν τ’ ἐφ’ ἡμῖν καὶ κράτος των δρωμινών.
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ὦ φάος ἁγνὸν
καὶ γῆς ίσο μοι ρ αήρ, ως μοι ττοΧΧάς μὲν θρήνων ῴδάε, πολλὰς δ’ ἀντήρεις ήσθου στέρνων πΧηγάς αίμασσομένων, δττόταν δνοφβρά νὺξ ὺπολειφθῇ* τὰ δὲ παννυχίδων ἤδη στ υγεραὶ ξυνίσασ evval μογερῶν οϊκων, ὅσα τον δύστηνον ἐμὺν θρηνώ πατέρ\ δν κατὰ μὲν βάρβαρον αίαν φοίνιος Ἀρης οὐκ ἐξἐνισεν, μήτηρ δ’ ἡμὴ χώ κοινολεχὴς Αἔχισθος ὅπως δρῦν ύΧοτόμοι
1 κανακούσωμ€ν b/LSS.y Nauck corr.
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Electra (within)
Ah me ! unhappy me !
AGED SERVANT
Hist! from the doors a voice, my son, methought,
A wailing as of some handmaid within.
ORESTES
Can it be sad Electra! Shall we stay And overhear her lamentable plaint ?
AGED SERVANT
Not so; we first must strive before all else To do as Loxias bade us and thence take Our auspices—with lustral waters lave Thy father’s grave, thus shall we surely win Vantage at each step, victory in the end.
\Exeunt. Enter Electra from the palace.
ELECTRA O holy light,
O circumambient air,
What wailings of despair,
What sight
Have ye not witnessed in the first grey mom, Beatings of breasts and bosoms madly tom !
By night for me is spread
No festal banquet in this haunted hall,
But my lone pallet bed.
All night I muse upon my father dead,
Not in a foreign land at Ares’ call,
But here, at home, by my own mother slain ; Her and Aegisthus, these adulterers twain ; Felled by their axe’s bloody stroke,
E’en as the woodman fells an oak.
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σχίζουσι κάρα φονίφ ττεΧεκει, κοὐδεὶς τούτων οίκτος ἀπ άλλης ἢ ’μοῦ φέρεται, σου, πάτερ, οὔτως αΐκώς οίκτρώς τε θανοντος.
ἀλλ* οὐ μὲν δὴ
λήξω θρήνων στυγερών τε yόωv, ἔστ’ ἄν τταμφεγγεΐς άστρων ριττάς, λεύσσω δὲ τὁδ ἦμαρ, μη ου τεκνοΧέτειρ ως τις ἀηδὼν ἐπὶ κωκυτφ τώνοε ττατρωων πρὸ θυρων ήχω πᾶσι ττροφωνεΐν. ω Βώμ Ἀίδου καὶ Περσεφὁνης, ω χθόνι Ἑρμῆ καὶ ττότνι Ἀρὰ σεμναί τε θεών παῖδες Ἐρινὑεν, αἳ τοὺς ἀδίκως θνησκοντας 6ραθ\ αΐ τούς εὐνὰς ὑποκΧετττομένους, ἔλθετ’, άρηξατε, τίσασθε πατρὸς φόνον ήμετέρου,
καί μοι τον ἐμὺν πέμψατ αδελφόν μούνη yap ἄγειν ούκετι σωκώ Χύπης άντίρροττον άχθος.
Χ0Ρ05
ώ παῖ, παῖ δυστανοτάτας	στρ.
Ἠλέκτρα ματ ρος, τίν αει τάκεις ώδ’ ακόρεστου οΙμωηαν τον πάλαι ἐκ δολβρᾶς αθεώτατα ματ ρος άΧόντ αττάταις 'A.yα μεμνονα κακά τε χειρὶ ττρόΒοτον; ως ο τάδε ττορων ὅλοιτ’, εἴ μοι θέμις τάδ’ αὐδᾶν.
Digitized by
ELECTRA
And I, O father, I alone of all Thy house am left forlorn To make my moan, to mourn Thy piteous fall.
Yet never, while these eyes Behold or sun or star-bespangled skies,
Will I restrain my plaint, my bitter cries ;
But like some nightingale My ravished nest bewail,
And through these halls shall sound my groans and sighs.
Halls of Persephoiib and Death,
Guide of the shades, O Hermes, and O Wraith, Ye god-sprung Furies dread Who watch when blood is shed,
Or stained the marriage bed,
O aid me to avenge my father slain,
O send my brother back again !
Alone, no more I countervail ’
Grief that o’erloads the scale.
Enter chorus.
chorus
Child of a mother all unblest,	(Str. 1)
Electra, how in grief that knows no rest Thou witherest;
Mourning thy father s cruel fate,
By her betrayed and slaughtered by her mate.
Black death await The plotter of that sin,
If prayer so bold may answer win !
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ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ω γενἐθλα γενναίων,
ήκετ εμών καμάτων παραμύθιον.
οιΒά τε καὶ ξυνίημι τάδ’, ου τί με
φυγγάνει, οὐδ’ ἐθἐλω προλιπεῖν τόδε,
μὴ οὐ τον ἐμὺν στενάχειν πάτερ’ ἄθλιον.
ἀλλ’ ὦ παντοίως φιλὁτητος ἀμειβὁμεναι χάριν,
ἐᾶτέ μ’ ώδ’ ἀλύειν,
αἰαὶ, ἱκνοῦμαι
Χ0Ρ02
ἀλλ* οὔτοι τόν γ’ ἐξ Ἀίδα	ἀντ. α7
πάγκοινου λίμνας πάτερ ανατάσεις ούτε γόοισιν οΰτ εὐναῖς.1 αλλ απο των μέτριων επ αμηχανον άλγος αει στ εν άγουσα Βιόλλυσαι, εν οίς άνάλυσίς ἐστιν οὐδεμία κακών, τί μοι των Βυσφόρων εφίει;
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
νήπιος ος τῶν οίκτρώς
οΐχομενων γονιών έπΐλάθεται.
ἀλλ1 ἐμέ γ’ ἁ στονόεσσ άραρεν φρένας,
α *Ιτυν, αἰὲν νΙτυν ολοφύρεται,
ορνις άτυζομενα, Διὸς άγγελος.
ίώ παντλάμων Νιὁβα, σὲ δ’ εγωγε νέμω θεόν,
ατ εν τάφφ πετραίω
αἰεὶ Βακρύεις.
XOPOS
οὔτοι σοι μούνα, τεκνον,	στ ρ. βί
άχος εφάνη βροτών,
1 ο5τ« 7<ίο(ϊ ο(/τ€ \ιταϊσιν MSS., Erfurdt oorr.
!3<>
Digitized by
ELECTRA
ELECTRA
Ah, noble friends ye come, I see To ease my misery ;
Your kind intent, O trust me, I perceive.
Yet can I never leave
My task, each day, each hour, anew to shed Tears o’er my father dead.
O kindly hearts, so ready to repay All friendship owes,
Leave me, O leave me (this one boon I pray)
To my wild woes.
CHORUS
Yet him, thy sire, from Acheron’s dark shore (Ant. 1) By prayers or cries thou never cari’st restore,
No, never more;
And by excess of grief thou perishest.
If remedy be none, were it not best From grief to rest ?
O rest thee ! why Thus nurse thy fruitless misery ?
ELECTRA
That child’s insensate who remembers not His sire’s sad lot.
O bird of Zeus, to thine I’ll set my note,
Who with full throat For Itys, Itys griev’st from eve till mom.
Ah ! Niobe forlorn,
How blest art thou who tombed in stone dost lie And weep for aye !
CHORUS
Not thou alone, hast sorrow ; others share	(Str. 2)
Thy load of care.
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ποὺς ο τι σὺ των ἔνδον εἶ περισσά, οις ὁμόθεν εἶ καὶ γονᾴ ξύναιμος, οἳα Χρυσόθεμις ζώει καὶ Ίφιάνασσα, κρυπτά τ* αγίων ἐν ἦβᾳ,
ὄλβιος, ον ἁ κλεινά	160
γᾶ ποτε Μυκηναίων δεξεται εὑπατρίδαν, Διὸς ενφρονι βήματι μολὁντα τάνδε γᾶν Ὀρέσταν.
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ὅν γ’ ἐγὼ ακάματα προσμίνουσάτεκνος,
τάλαιν’, ἀνύμφευτος αἰὲν οίγνώ,
δάκρυσι μυδαλἑα, τον άνήνυτον
οϊτον εχουσα κακών· ὁ δὲ λάθεται
ὦν τ’ ἔπαθ’ ών τ’ ἐδάη. τί γὰρ οὐκ ἐμοὶ
ἔρχεται ἀγγελίας άπατώμενον;	170
ἀεὶ μὲν γὰρ ποθεῖ,
πόθων δ’ οὐκ ἀξιοῖ φανῆναι.
XOPOS
θάρσει μοι, θάρσει, τέκνον.	ἀντ. β'
ἔτι μέγας ούρανφ
Ζευς, ος εφορα πάντα καί κρατύνει* * ᾤ τὸν ὐπεραλγῆ χόλον νεμ^ουσα μήθ’ οἶς εχθ αίρεις ύπεράχθεο μήτ’ ἐπιλάθου· χρονος γὰρ εὐμαρὴς θεός.
οὔτε γὰρ ο τὰ ν Κρῖσαν	180
βούνομον ἔχων άκτάν
παῖς Ἀγαμε/ινονίδας ἀπερίτροπος
οὔθ’ ὁ παβὰ τὸν ’Αχέροντα θεός ανάσσων.
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ἀλλ’ ἐμὲ μὲν ὁ πολὺς άποΧέλοιπεν ήδη βίοτος ανέλπιστος, οὐδ’ ἔτ’ αρκώ*
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Think on thy kinsfolk whom afflictions press Than thine no less,
Iphianassa and Chrysothemis.
Think of thy brother; sorrow now is his,
An exiled youth, yet shortly shall he come By heaven’s good guidance home,
And glad Mycenae shall Orestes own Heir to his father’s throne.
ELECTRA
Yea, for him long years I wait,
Unwed, childless, desolate,
Drenched with tears that ever flow For my barren load of woe ;
And the wrongs whereof he wot,
Or hath heard, are all forgot.
All those messages are vain—
How he hopes to come again,
How for home his heart doth yearn !—
Yet he wills not to return.
CHORUS	(Atlt. 2)
Take heart, my child, Zeus still in heaven is king,
And orders everything;	*
To him commit the wrath that gnaws thy breast,
His will is ever best.
Nurse, as is meet, thy vengeance, but abate Excess of hate,
For Time can heal, a gentle god and mild. ·
Nor Agamemnon’s child Who long by Crisa’s pastoral shore remains,
Nor he who reigns O’er Acheron will nevermore relent.
ELECTRA
Nay but for me is spent The best of life ; I languish in despair.
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ὅτις ἄνευ τεκέων1 κατατάκομαι, ας φίλος θύτις ἀνὴρ ύπερίσταται, ἀλλ’ ἁπερεί τις ἔποικος ἀναξία οικονομώ θαλάμους πατρός, ὧδε μὲν ἀεικεῖ σὺν στολα, κεναῖς δ’ άμφίσταμαι τραπέζαις.
. Χ0Ρ02
οἰκτρὰ μὲν νόστοις αύδά, οίκτρά δ’ ἐν κοίταις πατρωαις ὅτε οἱ 2 παηγαλκων άνταία ηενύων ώρμάθη πλαηά. δόλος ἦν ὸ φράσας, ερος ο κτείνας, δβινὰν δεινῶς προφυτεύσαντες μορφάν, εἴτ’ οὖν θεὺς είτε βροτών ἦν ὁ ταῦτα πράσσων.
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ὦ πασαν κάνα πλέον άμέρα
ἐλθοῦσ’ ἐχθίστα δή μοι·
ω νύξ, ὦ δείπνων άρρητων
ἔκπαγλ’ ἄνθη,
τοὺς ἐμὸς ἴοε πατήρ
θανάτους αΐκεΐς διούμαιν γειροϊν,
αἳ τον ἐμὺν εἷλον βίον πρόδοτον, αἵ μ1
οἶς θεὺς ὁ μέγας Ὀλύμπιος
ποίνιμα π άθεα παθειν πόροι,
μηδὲ ποτ’ αυλαίας άποναίατο
τοιάδ’ άνύσαντες ἔργα.
Χ0Ρ05
φράζου μη πόρσω φωνεΐν. ου γνώμαν Γσχεις ἐξ οιων
1	τοκίων MSS., Meineke corr.
2	5τ· σοι MSS., Hermann corr.
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άπώλεσαν
ἀντ. γ'
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, Fordone with care,
Without a parent’s love or husband’s aid,
An orphaned maid.
Here in the chambers of my sire I wait In low estate,
Or like a stranger who in beggar s weeds On fragments feeds.
chorus	(Sir. 3)
Dire was the voice that greeted first Thy sire’s return, and dire the cry That from the banquet-chamber burst,
A wail of agony ;
What time the brazen axe’s blow Struck him and laid him low,
’Twas lust begat and craft conceived the deed,
A'monstrous offspring of a monstrous seed,
Whether a god or mortal wrought the woe.
ELECTRA
Dawn, the darkest of all morrows,
Night, the crown of all my sorrows,
When that foul feast for the dead By those traitors twain was spread,
Who slew my sire—me too	n <
In slaying him they slew.
May the great Olympian King Send on them like suffering;
Bitter be of sin the fruit;
May they perish branch and root!
chorus	(dw/. 3
O curb thy tongue ! hast thou no thought
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τὰ παρόντ οικεία * εἰς ἄτας
εμπίπτεις οὕτως αΐκώς;
πολύ yap τι κακών νπερεκτησω,
σᾴ δυσθυμία τίκτουσ ἀεὶ
ῆτυχᾶ πολέμους· ret δὲ τοῖς δυνατοῖς
οὐκ άριστά πλάθε ιν.
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
δεινοῖς ἡναγκάσθην, δεινοῖς·
ἔξοιδ’, οὐ λαθει μ’ ὸργά·
ἀλλ’ ἐν γὰρ δεινοῖς οὐ σχήσω
ταύτας ἄτας,
ὄφρα με βίος ἔχῃ.
τινι γάρ ποτ’ αν, ὦ φιλία yεvέθλa,
πρόσφορου άκούσαιμ ἔπος, τίνι φρον»
ἄνετέ μ’ ἄνετε, παρώγοροι·
τάδε γὰρ ἄλυτα κεκλησεται,
οὐδέ ποτ’ ἐκ καμάτων άποπαύσομαι
άνάριθμος ὧδε θρήνων.
Χ0Ρ05
ἀλλ’ οὖν εὐνοίᾳ γ’ αὐδῶ, μάτηρ ὼσεί τις πιστά, μὴ τικτειν σ’ ἄταν ἄταις.
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
καὶ τί μέτρον κακότατος ἔφυ; φέρε, πώς ἐπὶ τοῖς φθιμένοις ἀμελεῖν καλόν; ἐν τίνι τοῦτ’ εβλαστ ανθρώπων; μητ εἵην έντιμος τούτοις μήτ, €Ϊ τιρ πρόσκειμαι χρηστῷ, ξυνναίοιμ εύκηλος, ηονέων έκτίμους ϊσχουσα πτέρυyaς οξύτονων yόωv.
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How thine own misery thou hast wrought,
And mak’st a burden of thy life By ever heaping strife on strife In sullen mood ? Ill fares the right When feebleness contends with might.
ELECTRA
Bitter constraint compelled me, and I know My heart with wrath did overflow;
But never while life lasts will I control,
Thus wronged, the indignant passion of my soul. Ye mean me well, but solace is there none For woes like mine, so all who know must own. Forbear, kind comforters, forbear; be sure A case so desperate admits no cure.
What respite to my sorrows, what relief?
No tears, no moans, can satisfy such grief.
CHORUS
O heap not misery on misery,
As a fond mother I would plead with thee.
ELECTRA
No, for this villainy grows and knows no bound.
Where can a race be found
So vile as they, to disregard the dead ?
By praise of such men I were ill bestead.
O may I ne’er, if fate should on me smile,
In careless ease sad memories beguile,
Clipping the pinions of my mournful song,
The dirges due that to my sire belong.
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εἰ 7ὰρ ὸ μὲν θανων ya τε καὶ οὐδὲν ὦν
κείσεται τάλας,
οἱ δὲ μὴ πάλιν
δώσουσ’ ἀντιφὁνους δίκας,
ἔρροι τ’ ἄν αΙΒως
απάντων τ ευσέβεια θ νατών.
Χ0Ρ02
ἐγω μὲν, ὦ παῖ, καὶ τὺ σὺν σπεύδουσ’ άμα καί τοὐμὸν αυτής ἦλθον εἰ δὲ μὴ καλώς λέγω, σὺ νίκα* σοὶ γὰρ ἔψἡμεσθ’ άμα.
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
αισγυνομαι μὲν, ὦ γυναῖκες, εἰ δοκὼ ττολΛοῖσι θρήνους Βυσφορεΐν ὑμῖν ay αν. ἀλλ’ ἡ βία γὰρ ταῦτ’ άναηκάζευ με δρᾶν, σύyyvωτε^ πως γὰρ ἥτις εὐγενὴς γυνή, πατρψ όρωσα πήματ, οὐ δρῴη τάδ’ ἄν; ἀγω κατ’ ἦμαρ καὶ κατ’ εὐφρὁνην ἀεὶ θάΧΚοντα μᾶλλον ἣ καταφθίνονθ’ ὁρα>· ἦ πρώτα μὲν τὰ μητρός, ἦ μ’ ἐγείνατο, ἔχθιστα συμβέβηκεν βίτα Βώμασιν ἐν τοῖς ἐμαυτῆς τοῖς φονεῦσι τοῦ πατρός ξύνειμι, κἀκ τῶνδ’ άργρμαι κάκ τῶνδε μοι λαβεῖν θ’ ομοίως καί το τητάσθαι πέλει. ἔπειτα ποιας ημέρας δοκεῖς μ’ ἄγειν, ὅταν θρόνους Αἔχισθον ενθακουντ ϊΒω τοϊσυν πατρφοις, εΙσίΒω δ’ έσθήματα φορονντ ἐκείνῳ τ αὐτὰ καὶ παρεστίους σπένΒοντα λοιβὰς ἔνθ’ εκείνον ώλεσεν, ἵδω δὲ τούτων τὴν τελευταίαν υβριν, τον αύτοέντην ήμίν ἐν κοίτῃ πατρός ξνν τῆ ταλαίνῃ μητρί, μητέρ el χρεών
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For if to dust and nothingness the dead Are doomed, nor blood for blood be shed,
Farewell to sanctities of law,
Farewell to reverence and awe. .	'
CHORUS
I came in thy behalf no less than mine,
Daughter, but if my words displease thee, well, Have it thy way; we follow thee no less.
ELECTRA
It shames me, friends, that ye should thus set down To frowardness my too persistent grief.
But since I yield to hard necessity,
Bear with me. How indeed could any woman Of noble blood who sees her father’s home Plague-stricken, as I see it night and day,
And each day stricken worse, not do as I ?
For me a mothers love has turned to hate;
In my own home on sufferance I live
With my sire’s murderers, on whose will it rests
To give or to withhold my daily bread.
Think what a life is mine, to see each day Aegisthus seated on my father’s throne,
Wearing the royal robes my father wore,
Pouring libations on the hearth, whereat He slew him, and, to crown his insolence,
The assassin lays him in my father’s bed Beside my mother—mother shall I call
*45
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ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
τ αυτήν προσαυΒάν τῷδε συyκoιμωμέvηvm ἡ δ’ ὧδε τλήμων ώστε τῷ μιάστορι ξύνεστ, ἐρινὺν οὕτιν’ εκφοβουμένη· ἀ\λ’ ώσπερ εyyελώσa τοῖς ποιουμένοις, εὺροῦσ’ εκείνην ημέραν, ἐν ἦ τότε πατέρα τον ἀμὴν ἐκ δὁλου κατέκτανεν, ταύτῃ χορούς ΐστησι καί μηΧοσφαηει θεοισιν ἔμμην* ἱερὰ τοῖς σωτηρίοις. ἐγὼ δ’ ὁρωσ* ἡ δύσμορος κατὰ στέκας κλαίω, τέτηκα, κάπικωκύω πατρός την ΒυστάΧαιναν δαῖτ’ επωνομασμένην αὐτὴ πρὸς αυτήν. οὐδὲ γὰρ κλαύσαι πάρα τοσὁνδ’ ὅσον μοι θυμός ήΒονήν φέρει, αυτή yap ή Xoyoiai y εν ν αία γυνὴ φωνούσα τοιάδ’ έξονειΒίζει κακά· ὦ Βύσθεον μίσημα, σοὶ μόνη πατήρ τέθνηκεν; ἄλλος δ’ οὔτις εν πένθει βροτών κακώς ολοιο, μηδὲ σ’ ἐκ γἀπν ποτὲ τῶν νῦν ἀπαλλάξειαν οἱ κάτω θεοί. τάδ’ εξυβρίζει· πλὴν όταν κλύῃ τινος ήξοντ Όρέστην* τηνικαυτα δ’ ἐμμανὴς βοᾴ παραστάσ’· οὐ σύ μοι τώνΒ’ αιτία; ου σ ον τὁδ’ ἐστὶ τoΰpyov, ἥτις ἐκ χερών κλέψασ* Ὀρέστην τῶν ἐμων υπεξεθου; ἀλλ1 ἴσθι τοι τίσουσά y* αξίαν Βίκην. τοιαΰθ9 υλακτεί, συν δ’ εποτρύνει πέλας ὁ κλεινός αυτή ταύτά νυμφίος παρών, ο πάντ ἄναλκις οὗτος, ἡ πάσα βλάβη, ο συν yυvaιξl τὰς μάχας ποιούμενος. ἐγὼ δ’ Ὀρέστην τῶνδε προσμένουσ ἀεὶ 7ταυστήρ έφήξειν ή τάλαιν άπόλλυμαι. μέλλων yap ἀεὶ δρᾶν τι τὰς ούσας τέ μου
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His paramour ? So lost to shame is she That the adulteress fears no vengeance. No,
As if exulting in her infamy,
She watches month to month to know the day Whereon by treachery she slew my sire,
And keeps that day with dance and sacrifice,
Each month, of sheep to tutelary gods.
Beholding this I weep and waste within,
And to myself bewail the unhallowed feast Named of my sire, with silent tears, for e’en The luxury of wailing is denied me.
This woman (saintly is her speech) upbraids And rates me thus : “ Ungodly, hateful girl,
Hast thou alone to bear a father’s loss,
Art thou the only mourner? Out upon thee ! Perdition seize thee! and in hell may’st thou Find no deliverance from thy present grief! ”
So rails she, save at times wh^n rumours run Orestes is at hand, then wild with rage She thunders in my ears “ This is thy doing ;
' Was it not thou who from my hands didst steal Orestes and convey him safe away ?
Mark my words, thou shalt rue it! ” So she screams, And her abettor s there to egg her on,
Her glorious consort who repeats her gibes,
That rogue in grain, that dastardly poltroon,
Who fights his battles with a woman’s aid. Meanwhile I wait until Orestes comes To end my woes, and waiting pine away.
Still, still he means to act and never acts,
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ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
καὶ τὰς απούσας βΚπίΰας διέφθορ€ν. ἐν οὖν τοιούτοις ούτε σωφρονεῖν, φίλαι, οὔτ’ εὐσεβεῖν πάρεστιν ἀλλ’ ἔν τοι κακοῖς πολλή ’στ’ ἀνάγκη κάπιτηδεύειν κακά.
Χ0Ρ05
φέρ’ εἰπὲ, πότερον οντος Αἰγίσθου πὲλας \έγ€ΐς τάδ’ ἡμῖν ἢ βεβωτος ἐκ δόμων;
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ἦ κάρτα· μὴ δὁκει μ’ ἄν, εἴπερ ἦν πέλας, θύρσιον οίχνεΐν νυν δ’ ἀγροῖσι τυγχάνει.
Χ0Ρ02
ἦ κἀν ἐγὼ θαρσοΰσα μᾶλλον ἐς λόγους τοὺς σοὺς ἱκοίμην, εἴπερ ὧδε ταῦτ’ ἔχει;
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ώς νῦν άπόντος ἱστὁρει* τί σοι φίλον;
Χ0Ρ02
καὶ δή σ’ ἐρωτῶ* τοῦ κασνγνήτου τί φής, ηξοντος ή μέλλοντος; εἰδὲναι θέλω.
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
φησίν γε· φάσκων δ’ οὐδὲν ὦν λέγει ποεῖ.
XOPOS
φιλεῖ γὰρ ὸκνεῖν πρᾶγμ’ ἀνὴρ π ρ άσσων μέγα. 320 ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
καὶ μὴν ἔγαἀγ ἔσωσ* ἐκεῖνον οὐκ ὅκνῳ.
Χ0Ρ02
θάρσει· πέφνκβν ἐσθλὸς, ὦστ’ ἀρκεῖν φίλοις. ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
πἐποιθ’, ἐπεί τὰν οὐ μακράν ἔζων ἐγώ.
Χ0Ρ02
μὴ νυν €τ εἴπῃς μηδὲν· ώς δόμων ὁρῶ τὴν σὴν ὅμαιμον ἐκ πατρός ταύτοΰ φύσιν,
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And all my hopes are blasted, flower and root.
In such a case what room is there, my friends,
For patience, what for piety ? In sooth Those in ill plight are driven to evil ways.
CHORUS
Stay, tell me, is Aegisthus nigh at hand,
While thus thou speakest, or is he from home ?
ELECTRA
From home, of course ! Think you, were he within, I should thus venture forth? He is now afield.
CHORUS
More freely then may I converse with thee,
If this is so.
ELECTRA
It is ; ask what thou wilt.
CHORUS
*Tis of thy brother I would question thee.
Comes he, or tarries yet ? I fain would know.
ELECTRA
He says “ I come/’ but does not what he says.
CHORUS
A man thinks twice with some great work in hand.
ELECTRA
I thought not twice when I delivered him.
CHORUS
Take heart, he is loyal and will not fail his friends.
ELECTRA
I trust him, else I had not lived so long.
CHORUS
No more for this time ; at the doors I see Chrysothemis, thy sister, of one sire
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Χρυσὁθεμιν, ἔκ τε μητρός, εντάφια χεροιν φέρουσαν, οἷα τοῖς κάτω νομίζεται.
XPT2O0EMU
τίν’ αὖ σὺ τήνδε πρὸς θυρώνος ἐξὁδοις ἐλθοῦσα φωνεΐς, ὦ κασιγνήτη, φάτιν, κοὐδ’ ἐν χρόνφ μακρω ΒιΒαχθήναι θέλεις 330 θυμω ματαίφ μὴ χαρίζεσθαι κενά; καίτοι τοσοῦτον γ* οἶδα κάμαντήν, ὅτι ἀλγὼ VI τοῖς παρούσιν ωστ αν, ει σθένος λάβοιμι, Βηλωσαιμ &ν οΓ αύτοΐς φρονώ. νυν δ’ ἐν κακοις μοι πλεϊν υφειμένη δοκεῖ, καὶ μὴ Βοκειν μεν Βράν τι, πημαίνειν δὲ μή* τοιαΰτα Β9 άλλα και σε βούλομαι ποεῖν. καίτοι το μεν Βίκαιον οὐχ ἦ ’γὼ λέ^γω, ἀλλ’ ἦ σὺ κρίνεις· εἰ δ’ ελενθέραν με Βει ζην, των κρατουντών ἐστὶ ττάντ άκουστέα.	340
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
Βεινον γε σ’ ονσαν πατρός ου συ παῖς ἔφυ?,
κείνον λελήσθαι, τής δὲ τικτούσης μέλει ν.
άτταντα yap σοι τἀμὰ νουθετήματα
κείνης ΒιΒακτά, κούΒέν εκ σαυτής λέγεις.
ἔπειθ’ ὲλοῦ γε θάτερ , ή φρονεΐν κακώς
ή των φίλων φρονούσα μὴ μνήμην ἔχειν
ἥτις λέyεις μὲν ἀρτίως ώς, εἰ λάβοις
σθένος, το τούτων μίσος εκΒείξειας αν,
ἐμοῦ δὲ πατρὶ πάντα τιμωρουμένης
ούτε ξυνέρΒεις την τε Βρωσαν εκτρέπεις.	350
οὐ ταῦτα πρὸς κακοισι Βεϊλίαν έχει;
ἐπεὶ δίδαξον, ἢ μάθ9 ἐξ ἐμοῦ, τί μοι
κέρδος yέvoιτ αν τῶνδε ληξάσῃ γόων.
οὐ ζώ; κακώς μέν, οἶδ’, έπαρκούντως δ* ἐμοί.
. Ι5°
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Bom and one mother; in her hands she bears Gifts for the tomb that use and wont ordain. Enter chrysothemis.
CHRYSOTHEMIS
Sister, why com’st thou once more to declaim In public at the outer gate ? Has time Not schooled thee to desist from idle rage ?
I too, my sister, chafe no less than thou At our sad fortunes, and had I the power,
Would make it plain how I regard our masters.
But in the storm ’tis best to reef the sail,
Nor utter threats we cannot execute.
I would thou wert likeminded; yet I know Justice is on thy side, and I am wrong.
Yet if I am to keep my liberty,
I needs must bow before the powers that be.
ELECTRA
0	shame that thou, the child of such a sire, Should’st him forget and take thy mother’s part;
For all these admonitions are not thine,
A lesson thou repeatest, learnt of her.
Make thine election then, to be unwise,
Or show thy wisdom by forgetting friends.
Thou saidst, “ If but the power were granted me,
1	would make plain the hate I feel for them ; ”
And yet when I am straining every nerve
To avenge my sire, thou wilt not aid me ; nay, Dissuadest and wouldst have me hold my hand. Shall we to all our ills add cowardice ?	4
Tell me—or let me tell thee—what have I To gain by ceasing from my sad complaint ?
I still have life ? a sorry life, indeed,
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ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
λυπώ δὲ τούτους, ὧστε τῷ τεθνηκὁτι τιμὰς προσἀπτειν, εἴ τις ἔστ’ ἐκεῖ χάρις. σὺ δ’ ἡμὶν ἡ μισούσα μισείς μεν λόyφ, ἔργῳ δὲ τοῖς φονεΰσι τον πατρός ξύνει. ἐγὼ μὲν οὖν οὐκ ἄν ποτ’, οὐδ’ εἴ μοι τα σὰ μέλλοι τις οϊσειν δώρ\ ἐφ’ οἷσι νυν χλιδας, 360 τοὐτοις νπεικάθοιμι* σοι δὲ πλούσια τράπεζα κείσθω καί περιρρείτω βίος. ἐμοὶ yap έστω τούμε μὴ λυπεῖν μόνον βόσκημα· τῆς σῆς δ* οὐκ ἐρῶ τιμῆς τυχεῖν, οὐδ’ ἄν σύ, σώφρων γ’ ουσα, νῦν δ’ ἐξὸν πατρός πάντων άρίστου παΐΒα κεκΧήσθαι, καλοῦ τῆς μητρος· οὕτω γὰρ φανεί πΧείστοις κακή, θανόντα πατέρα καί φίλους προδοΰσα σούς.
Χ0Ρ02
μηδὲν πρὸς όρηήν, πρὸς θεῶν ὡς τοῖς λἀγοις ένεστιν άμφοΐν κέρκος, ει σὺ μὲν μάθοις	370
τοῖς τῆσδε χρῆσθαι, τοῖς δὲ σοῖς αὕτη πάλιν.
ΧΡΤ20ΘΕΜΙ2
ἐγὼ μὲν, ὦ γυναίκες, ήθάς είμί πως των τῆσδε μύθων οὐδ’ ἄν έμνήσθην ποτέ, ει μὴ κακόν μέγιστον εἰς αυτήν ιον ήκουσ\ S ταύτην των μακρών σχήσει ηόων.
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
φέρ’ εἰπὲ δὴ τὺ ΰεινόν ει yap τῶνδε μοι μεῖζον τι λέξεις, οὐκ ἄν άντειποιμ ἔτι.
ΧΡΤ2Ο0ΕΜΙ5
ἀλλ’ εξερώ σοι παν ὅσον κάτοιδ’ ἐγώ. μέλλουσι γάρ σ’, εἰ τῶνδε μὴ λήξεις yόωv, ενταύθα πέμγειν ένθα μή ποθ’ ήλιου	380
φέγγος προσοήτει, ζώσα δ’ εν κατηρεφει στέyη χθονός τῆσδ’ ἐκτὸς υμνήσεις κακά.
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But good enough for me; and them I vex,
And vexing them do honour to the dead,
If anything can touch the world of shades.
Thou hatest ? Nay, thy deeds belie thy words, While thou consortest with the murderers ;
So would not I, though they should offer me
The pomp that makes thee proud, the loaded board,
Thy life of ease ; no, I would never yield. \
Enough for me spare diet and a soul	|
Void of offence ; thy state I covet not,
Nor wouldst thou, wert thou wise. Men might have called thee
Child of the noblest sire that ever lived;
Be called thy mother’s, rightly named as base, Betrayer of thy dead sire and thy kin.
CHORUS
No angry words, I pray, for both of you There’s profit in this parleying, if thou Wouldst learn of her, and she in tum of thee. *
CHRYSOTHEMIS
I know her moods too well to take offence,
Nor had I now approached her, but I learnt Of new impending peril that is like To put a finish to her long-drawn woes.
ELECTRA
Say what can be this terror; if ’tis worse Than what I now bear, I will call a truce.
CHRY80THEMIS	,
All I have learnt in full I will impart.	w
They purpose, if thou wilt not stay thy plaints,
To send thee where thou shalt not see the sun,
Far hence, to some dark dungeon, there to spend Thy days and nights in litanies of woe.
*53
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ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
πρὸς ταῦτα φράζου καί με μή ποθ’ ύστερον παθοΰσα μέμψῃ* νῦν γὰρ ἐν καΧψ φρονεΐν. ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ἦ ταῦτα δή με καὶ βεβούΧευνται ποειν; ΧΡΤ2Ο0ΕΜΙ2
μάλισθ*· όταν περ οϊκάό' Αἵγισθος μὁλῃ. ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ἀλλ’ ἐξίκοιτο τοῦδε γ’ ουνεκ εν τάχει. ΧΡΤ20ΘΕΜΠ
τίν, ὦ τάλαινα, τὁνδ’ επηράσω Xoyov; ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
εΧθεϊν εκείνον, εἴ τι τῶνδε δρᾶν νοεῖ. ΧΡΤ2Ο0ΕΜΙ2
ὅπως πάθῃς τί χρήμα; που ποτ εΐ φρένων;
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ὅπως ἀφ’ υμών ως προσωτάτω φἀγω. ΧΡΤ20ΘΕΜΙ2
βίου δὲ τοῦ παρόντος ου μνείαν ἔχεις; ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
καλὸς γὰρ οὑμὸς βίοτος ώστε θαυμάσαι. ΧΡΤ2Ο0ΕΜΙ2
ἀλλ’ ἢν ἄν, εἰ σύ γ* εὖ φρονεΐν ήπίστασο, ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
μή μ’ ἐκδίδασκε τοῖς φίΧοις εἶναι κακήν. ΧΡΤ20ΘΕΜΙ2
ἀλλ’ οὐ διδάσκω* τοῖς κρατοΰσι δ’ είκαθεΐν. ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
σὺ ταῦτα θώπεύ’· οὐκ ἐμοὺς τρόπους Χέγεις.
ΧΡΤ20ΘΕΜΙ2
καΧόν ye μέντοι μὴ ’ξ άβουΧίας πεσεῖν.
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Therefore reflect, and blame me not too late ;
Take warning and repent while yet ’tis time.
ELECTRA
Have they indeed resolved to treat me thus ?
CHRYSOTHEMIS
The instant that Aegisthus is returned.
ELECTRA
Well, for my part I would he came back soon.
CHRYSOTHEMIS
Insensate girl! What mean’st thou by this prayer ?
ELECTRA
Would he were here, if this be his intent.
CHRYSOTHEMIS
That thou mayst suffer—what ? Hast lost thy wits ?
ELECTRA
A flight long leagues away from all of you.
CHRYSOTHEMIS
Art thou indifferent to thy present life ?
ELECTRA
O	’tis a marvellously happy life !	} /uen - *
CHRYSOTHEMIS
It might have been, couldst thou have schooled thyself.
ELECTRA
Teach me not basely to betray my friends.
CHRYSOTHEMIS
Not I; I teach submission to the strong.
ELECTRA
Fawn, if thou wilt; such cringing suits not me.
CHRYSOTHEMIS
Yet not to fall through folly were no blame.
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ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
πεσοὑμεθ’, εἰ χρή, πατρὶ τιμωρούμενοι. ΧΡΤ5Ο0ΕΜΙ2
πατὴρ δὲ τούτων, οἶδα, συγγνώμην ἔχει. ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ταῦτ’ ἐστὶ τἄπη πρὸς κακών έπαινέσαι. ΧΡΤ50ΘΕΜΙ2
σὺ δ’ οὐχὶ πείσει καὶ συναινέσεις εμοί; ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
οὐ δῆτα· μή πω νοῦ τοσὁνδ* εἶην κενή. ΧΡΤ50ΘΕΜΙ5
χωρήσομαι ταρ οίπερ εστάλην ὁδοῦ. ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ποῖ δ’ έμπορεύει; τ φ φέρεις τάδ’ έμπυρα; ΧΡΤ50ΘΕΜΙ2
μήτηρ με πέμπει πατρϊ τυμβεϋσαι χοάς. ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
πώς εἶπας; ἦ τῷ δνσμενεστάτφ βροτων; ΧΡΤ2Ο0ΕΜΙ2
ὸν ἔκταν’ αὐτή· τοῦτο γὰρ λέξαι θέλεις. ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ἐκ τοῦ φίλων πεισθεϊσα; τῷ τοὐτ’ ήρεσεν;
ΧΡΤ20ΘΕΜΙ2
ἐκ δείματός τ ον νυκτέρον, δοκεϊν εμοί.
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ώ θεοὶ πατρφοι, συγγένεσθέ y ἀλλὰ νῦν. ΧΡΤ2Ο0ΕΜ12
ἔχεις τι θάρσος τοῦδε τοῦ τάρβους πέρι; ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
εἴ μοι λέτ/οις την σφιν, εϊποιμ &ν τότε.
*5^
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ELECTRA
If needs be, in a father’s cause I’ll fall.
CHRY80THEMIS
I	trust our father pardons us for this.
ELECTRA
Traitors take refuge ia like sentiments.
CHRYSOTHEMIS
Thou wilt not heed then or be ruled by. me ?
ELECTRA
I am not in my dotage, save the mark!
CHRY80THEMIS
Then I will do my errand.
ELECTRA
Whither away ?
For whom art carrying these burnt offerings ?
CHRYSOTHEMIS
My mother bids me crown our fathers grave.
ELECTRA
Her mortal enemy’s! How sayest thou ?
CHRYSOTHEMIS
The husband whom she slew, so thou wouldst say.
ELECT RA
Which of her friends advised her? whence this whim?
CHRYSOTHEMI8
A nightly vision warned her, so I think.
ELECTRA
Gods of my fathers, aid me in this pass!
CHRYSOTHEMIS
Dost thou take heart of courage from her dread ?
ELECTRA
Before I answer let me hear the dream.
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ΧΡΤ2Ο0ΕΜΙ2
ἀλλ’ οὐ κάτοιδα πλὴν ἐπὶ σ μικρόν φράσαι.
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
λἑγ’ ἀλλὰ τούτο· πολλά τοι σ μικροί λἀγοι έσφηΧαν ἤδη καὶ κατώρθωσαν βροτούς.
ΧΡΤ2Ο0ΕΜΙ2
λόγος τις αυτήν ἐστιν εἰσιδεῖν πατρὸς τοῦ σοῦ τε κάμού δευτέραν όμιΧίαν ἐλθὁντος ἐς φως· εἶτα τὁνδ’ ἐφέστιον πήξαι λαβόντα σκηπτρον ουφ6pec ποτὲ αὐτὸς, τανῦν δ’ Αϊγισθος· ἐκ δὲ τοῦδ’ ἄνω βλαστεῖν βρύοντα θαΧΧόν, ᾤ κατάσκιον πάσαν γενέσθαι την Μνκηναίων χθόνα. τοιαύτά του παρόντος, ηνίχ Ἠλἐφ δείκνυσι τοΰναρ, έκΧυον έζηγουμένον. πλείω δὲ τούτων ου κάτοιδα, πλὴν ὅτι πέμπει με κείνη τοῦδε τοῦ φόβου χάριν, προς νυν θεών σε Χίσσομαι των εγγενών εμοί πιθέσθαι μηδ9 άβουΧια πεσεΐν ει γάρ μ άπώσει, συν κακψ μετ ει πάΧιν.
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ἀλλ’, ὦ φίλη, τούτφν μεν ών ἔχεις χεροϊν τύμβφ προσάφηρς μηδέν ου γάρ σοι θέμις οὐδ’ ὅσιον έχθοάς από γυναικος ιστάναι κτερίσματ ουοὲ Χουτρά προσφέρειν πατρί· ἀλλ’ ἡ πνοαισιν η βαθυσκαφεΐ κόνει κρύψον νιν, ένθα μη ποτ εις εύνην πατρός τούτων πρόσεισι μηδέν ἀλλ’ ὅταν θάνῃ κειμηΧι αυτή ταῦτα σφζέσθω κάτω, άρχην δ’ ἄν, εἰ μὴ τΧημονεστάτη 7*μὴ πασών έβΧαστε, τάσδε δυσμενείς χοάς
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CHRYSOTHEMIS
There is but little that I have to telL
ELECTRA	7
Tell it no less. A little word, men say,
Hath oftentimes determined weal or woe.
CHRYSOTHEMIS
’Tis said that she beheld thy sire and min£^
In bodily presence standing by her side,
Revisiting the light of day. He took The sceptre of Aegisthus, once his own,
And at the household altar planted it,
And from it sprang and spread a fruitful bough,
Till it o’ershadowed all Mycenae’s land.
Such is the tale one told me who was by When to the Sun-god she declared her dream. Further I know not, save that in alarm She sent me hither. Hearken then to me.
Sister, I pray thee by our household gods,
Fall not through folly ; if thou spurn me now, , Too late in sorrow wilt thou seek my aid.
ELECTRA
Nay, let not aught, my sister, touch the tomb,
Of all thou bearest. ’Twere a shame, a sin,
To offer on behalf of her, the accursed,
Gifts or libations to our father’s ghost.
Scatter them to the winds or bury them Deep in the dust, where nothing may defile Our father’s lone couch ; let her find them there,
A buried treasure when she comes to die.
Were she not abjectcst of womankind,
She ne’er had thought with offerings of hate
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οὐκ ἄν ποθ’ ὅν γ’ ἔκτεινε, τῷδ’ ἐπὲστεφε. σκέψαι γὰρ εἶ σοι προσψιλώς αὐτῇ δοκεῖ γέρα τάδ’ οὐν τάφοισι δεζεσθαι νέκυς, ὑφ’ ἦς θανων άτιμος, ώστε δυσμενής, εμασχαΧισθη, κἀπὶ Χοντροΐσιν κάρα κηλῖοας εξέμαξεν, άρα μὴ δοκεῖς Χντηρι αὐτῇ ταῦτα τοῦ φόνον φέρειν; ου κ ἔστιν, ἀλλὰ ταῦτα μὲν μέθες· σὺ δὲ τεμοΰσα κράτος βοστρύχων ακρας φόβας κάμοΰ τ αΧαίνης, σ μικρά μεν τ αδ\ ἀλλ’ ὅμως 450 ἄχω, δὺς αὐτῷ, τήνδ’ άΧιπαρή τρίχα καί ζώμα τοὐμὸν οὐ χΧιδαΐς ἡσκημἐνον. αϊτόν δὲ π^οσπίτνουσα γῆθεν ευμενή ἡμῖν αρωγόν αυτόν εἰς εχθρούς μοΧεῖν, καὶ 7Γαῖδ* Ὀρἑστην ἐξ ύπερτέρας χερος έγθροϊσιν αυτόν ξωντ επεμβηναι ποδί,’ όπως τὺ λοιπὸν αυτόν άφνεωτέραις χερσίν στέφωμεν ἢ τανῦν δωρούμεθα. οἶμαι μὲν οὖν, οἶμαι τι κάκείνφ μέΧον πέμψαι τάδ’ αὐτῇ δυσπρὁσοπτ’ ονείρατα· δμως δ*, άδεΧφη, σοι θ’ ύπούργησον τάδε εμοί τ ὰρωγὰ τῷ τε φιΧτάτφ βροτών πάντων, εν Ἀ ιδού κειμένφ κοινφ πατρί.
ΧΟΡ02
πρὸς ευσέβειαν ἡ κδήη λέγει· σὺ δέ, εἰ σωφρονήσεις, ω φίλη, δράσεις τάδε,
ΧΡΤ20ΘΕΜΙ3
δράσω· το γὰρ δίκαιον ονκ ἔχει λόγον δυοῖν ερίζειν, ἀλλ* επισπεύδειν το δράν.
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To crown her murdered victim’s sepulchre.
Thinkst thou ’tis likely that her buried lord Will take these honours kindly at her hands Who slew him without pity like a, foe,
Mangled1 his corse, and for ablution washed The bloodstains on his head ? Say, is it like These gifts will purge her of blood-guiltiness ?
It cannot be. Fling them away and cut A tress of thine own locks; and for my share Give him from me—a poor thing, but my best— This unkempt lock, this girdle unadorned.
Then fall upon thy knees and pray that he May come, our gracious champion from the dead, And that the young Orestes yet may live To trample underfoot his vanquished foes.
So may we some day crown our father’s tomb With costlier gifts than these poor offerings.
I can but think, ’tis but a thought, that he Had part in sending her this ominous dream.
Still, sister, do this service and so aid Thyself and me, and him the most beloved Of all men, e’en though dead, thy sire and mine.
CHORUS
*Tis piously advised, and thou, my daughter,
Wilt do her bidding, if thou art discreet.
CHRYSOTHEMIS
I will. When^utj calls, ’twere lack of sense *
For two to wrangle; both should join to act.
1 The full meaning is “to cut off the hands and feet and suspend them to the armpits.” This was done to prevent the victim from taking vengeance.
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πειρωμένῃ δὲ τῶνδε των ἔργων ἐμοὶ σιγὴ παρ* υμών, πρὸς θεών, ἔστω, φίλαι* ὡς εἰ τάδ’ ἡ τεκοῦσα πεὑσεται, πικρὰν δοκὼ με πεῖραν τήνδε τολμήσειν ἔτι.
Χ0Ρ02	(ΤΤ ρ,
εἰ μὴ V® παράφρων μάντις ἔφυν καὶ γνώμα? λειπομένα σοφάς, εισιν α πρόμαντις
Δικα, δίκαια φερο μίνα χεροΐν κράτη· μέτεισιν, ώ τέκνον, οὐ μακροΰ χρόνου. ὔπεστί μοι θάρσος, άδυπνόων κΧύουσαν	·
ἀρτίως όνειρά των.
ον γάρ ποτ’ ἀμναστεῖ γ’ ὁ φυσάς σ’1 Έλλανων άναξ,
οὐδ’ ἁ 7ταλαιὰ χαΧκόπΧακτος άμφάκης γενυς, α νιν κατίπεφνεν αίσχίσταις ἐν αίκίαις.
ἀντ.
ἦξει καὶ πολύπους καὶ πολὐχειρ ἁ δεινοῖς
κρυπτομένα Χόχοις
χαΧκόπονς Ερινύς.
αΧεκτρ' άνυμφα yap επεβα μιαιφόνων
ηάμων ἁμιλλήμαθ’ οἷσιν οὐ θέμις.
πρὸ τῶνδε τοι μ’ ἔχει
μη ποτε μη ποθ’ ἡμῖν
ἀφεγὲς πεΧαν τέρας
τοῖς Βρωσι kcu συνΒρωσιν. η τοι μαντεΐαι βροτων ούκ εισίν εν Βεινοϊς ονείροις οὐδ’ εν θεσφάτοις, ει μη τόδε φάσμα νυκτός ευ κατασχήσει.
1 Wakefield adds σ\
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Only when I essay this perilous task,
Be silent, an you love me, friends, for if My mother hears of it, I shall have cause To rue my indiscretion soon or late.
[Exit CHHYSOTHEMIS.
CHORUS	(Str.)
Count me a prophet false, a witless wight,
If Justice, who inspires my prophecy, /
Comes not, my child, to vindicate the right.
She comes and that right speedily.
My heart grows bold and nothing fears;
That dream was music in my ears.
It tells me that thy sire who whilom led The Greeks to victory hath not forgot;
Yea, and that axe with double brazen head
Still thirsts for blood to wipe away its blot.
(Ant.)
So leaping from her ambush, brazen-shod,
Comes the Erinys with an armed host’s tread, For she hath seen a pair who knew not God Driven by lust to an adulterous bed,
A bed with stains of murder dyed,
A bridal without groom or bride.
Therefore I know that not in vain is sent
This portent that the fall of guilt foretells,
For, if this vision fails of its intent,
Vain is all sooth, all dreams, all oracles.
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ὦ Πέλοπος α πρόσθεν πολύπονος ἱππεία, ώς ἔμολες αἰανὴς
λλ λ
ταοε γα.
ευτε yap 6 ποντισθεὶς Μυρτίλος ἐκοιμάθη,
τταγχρύσεων δίφρων	51ῦ
δυστάνοις αἰκίαις πρόρριζος ἐκριφθεί?, οὑ τι πω
ἔλειπεν ἐκ τοῦδ’ οἴκου πολύπονος αἰτία.
ΚΛΥΤΑΙΜΝΗΣΤΡΑ
ἀνειμἐνη μέν, ως εοικας, αν στρέφει*
ον yap πάρεστ’ Αϊyισθoς, ος σ’ έπεῖχ* ἀεὶ
μή τοι θυραίαν y ουσαν αίσχύνειν φίλους·
νυν δ’ ως ἄπεστ’ ἐκεῖνος, οὐδὲν ἐντρέπει
ἐμοῦ γε* καίτοι πολλὰ πρὸς πολλοὺς με δὴ 520
ἐξεῖπας ώς θρασεία καί πέρα δίκης
άρχω, καθυβρίζουσα καί σὲ καὶ τὰ σά·
ἐγὼ δ’ ΰβριν μὲν οὐκ ἔχω, κακώς δέ σε
λέγω κακώς κλύουσα προς σέθεν θαμά.
πατήρ yap, οὐδὲν ἄλλο, σοι πρόσχημ ἀεὶ
ώς ἐξ ἐμοῦ τέθνηκεν. ἐξ ἐμοῦ· καλώς
ἔξοιδα· τώνδ’ ἄρνησις οὐκ ἔνεστι μοι·
ἡ γὰρ Δίκη νιν εἷλεν, οὐκ ἐγὼ μόνη,
ἦ χρῆν σ’ ὰρήγειν, εἰ φρονονσ ἐτύγρανες·
ἐπεὶ πατήρ σος οντος, ον θρηνεῖς αει,	530
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O chariot-race of Pelops old,
The source of sorrows manifold,
What endless curse hath fallen on us Since to his sea-grave Myrtilus 1 Sank from the golden chariot hurled ;
Woe upon woe, of woes a world.	ι
Enter clytemnestra.
CLYTEMNESTRA
So once again I find thee here at large,
For he who kept thee close and so restrained
Thy scandalous tongue, Aegisthus, is away ;
Yet thy complaints, repeated many a time
To many, censured my tyrannic rule—
The insults that I heaped on thee and thine.
Was it an insult if I paid in kind
The flouts and taunts wherewith thou girdest at me ?
Thy father, the sole pretext of thy grief,
Died by my hand, aye mine, I know it well,
’Tis true beyond denial; yet not I,
Not I alone, but Justice slew him too :
And thou shouldst side with Justice, wert thou wise.
This sire of thine for whom thy tears still flow
1 The charioteer of Oenomaiis. In the race for the hand of Hippodameia, the king’s daughter, he betrayed his master by removing a linch-pin. Pelops won the race, but afterwards for an insult offered to his wife, he hurled into the sea Myrtilus, who invoked a dying curse on the house.
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τὴν σην ομαιμον μοῦνος Ἑλλήνων ἔτλη
βῦσαι θεοῖσιν, οὐκ ίσον χαμών έμοϊ
λύπης, ος ἔσπειρ’, ὧσπερ ἡ τίκτονσ ἐγώ.
εἶεν, δίδαξον δή με τοῦ ^άριν, τίνων
ἔθυσεν αυτήν πότερον Αργείων ἐρεῖς;
ἀλλ’ οὐ μετῆν αυτοισι την γ' ἐμὴν κτανεῖν.
ἀλλ’ ἀντ’ ἀδελφοῦ δῆτα Μενέλεω κτενών
ταμ, οὐκ εμελλε τώνδέ μοι δώσειν δίκην;
πότερον ἐκείνῳ παῖδες οὐκ ἦσαν διττλοῖ,
οὺς τῆσδε μᾶλλον εἰκὸς ἢν θνήσκειν, πατρὸς 540
καὶ μητρὸς ὅντας, ἦς ὁ πλοῦς ὅδ’ ἦν χάριν;
ή των εμών Ἀιδης τιν’ ίμερον τέκνων
ἢ τῶν εκείνης εσχε Βαίσασθαι πλέον;
ἢ τῷ πανώλει πατρί των μὲν ἐξ ἐμοῦ
παίδων πόθος παρεΐτο, Μενέλεω δ’ ἐνῆν;
οὐ ταῦτ’ άβουλου και κακού γνώμην πατρός;
δοκὼ μὲν, εἰ καὶ σῆς δί^;α γνώμης λέγω·
φαίη δ* ἄν ἡ θανοΰσά γ , εἰ φωνήν λάβοι.
ἐγὼ μὲν οὖν οὐκ εἰμι τοῖς πεπραγμένοις
δύσθυμος· ει δὲ σοι δοκὼ φ^ονεΐν κακώς,	550
γνώμην Βικαίαν σχοΰσα τους πέλας ψέγε.
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ἐρεῖς μὲν οὐχὶ νῦν γε μ’ ως άρξασά τι λυπηρόν εἶτα σοῦ τάδ’ εξήκουσ ΰπο· ἀλλ’ ἢν ἐφῇς μοι, τοῦ τεθ νη κύτος θ' υπέρ λέξαιμ' &ν όρθώς της κασιγνήτη? π’ ὁμοῦ.
ΚΛΥΤΑΙΜΝΗΣΤΡΑ
καὶ μὴν εφίημ · εἰ δέ μ* ώδ’ ἀεὶ λἀγους ἐξῆρχες, οὐκ ἄν ἦσθα λυπηρά κλύειν.
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
καὶ δὴ λέγω σοι. πατέρα φής κτείναι, τις αν τούτον λόγος γένοιτ αν αίσχιων ἔτι,
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Alone of all the Greeks could steel his heart To yield thy sister as a sacrifice ;
A father who begat her and ne’er felt A mother’s pangs of travail. Tell me now Wherefore he offered her, on whose behalf?
The Greeks, thou sayest. And what right had they To kill my child ? For Menelaus* sake,
His brother ? Should such pretext stay my hand ? Had not his brother children twain to serve As victims ?. Should not they, as bom of sire And mother for whose sake the host embarked, Have been preferred before nay innocent child ?
Had Death forsooth some craving for my child Rather than hers ? or had the wretch, her sire,
A tender heart for Menelaus’ brood,
And for my flesh and blood no tenderness ?
That choice was for a father rash and base ;
So, though I differ from thee, I opine,
And could the dead maid speak, she would agree.
I therefore view the past without remorse,
And if to thee I seem perverted, clear Thy judgment ere thou makst thyself a judge.
ELECTRA
This time thou canst not say that I began The quarrel or provoked thee. But if thou Wilt give me leave, I fain would speak the truth Regarding both my sister and my sire.
CLYTEMNESTRA
My leave is given, and, hadst thou always shown This temper, I had listened without pain.
ELECTRA
Hear then. Thou say’st, “ I slew thy father.” Who Could well avow a blacker crime than that ?
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εἵτ’ οὐν δικαίως εἴτε μή; λέξω δέ σοι	560
ως ον δίκη γ’ ἔκτεινας, ἀλλά σ’ ἔσπασεν
πειθὼ κακόν πρὸς άνδρός, φ τανῦν ξύνει.
ἐροῦ δὲ τὴν Kvvayov Ἀρτεμιν, τίνος
ποινάς τὰ πολλὰ ττνεύματ εσχ ἐν ΑύΧίδι·
ἢ ’γὼ φράσω* κείνης yap ον θέμις μαθεΐν.
πατήρ ποθ’ θυμός, ως iya> κλύω, θεᾶς
παίζων κατ ἄλσος έξεκίνησεν ποδοϊν
στικτόν κεραστήν εΧαφον, ον κατά σφayάς
εκκομπάσας έπος τι τυγχάνει βαλών.
κάκ τοῦδε μηνίσασα Αητφ>α κόρη	570
κατεΐχ ’Αχαιούς, ως πατήρ άντίσταθμον
τον θ η ρος εκθύσειε την αυτόν κόρην.
ώδ’ ἢν τὰ κείνης θύματ · οὐ γὰρ ἦν λύσις
ἄλλη στρατφ προς οίκον οὐδ’ εἰς νΙλιον.
ἀνθ’ ὧν, βιασθεις πολλὰ κάντιβάς, μόλις
εθνσεν αν την, οὐχὶ Μενέλεω 'χάριν.
ει δ’ οὖν, ἐρῶ γὰρ καὶ τὺ σὸν, κείνον θέΧων
επωφελήσαι ταῦτ’ ἕδρα, τοὐτου θανεῖν
^ρῆν αντόν οΰνεκ εκ σέθεν; ποίψ νόμφ;
ορα τιθεϊσα τόνδε τον νόμον βροτοϊς	580
μὴ πῆμα σ αυτή καί μετάηνοιαν τιθής.
ει yap κτενονμεν άλλον ἀντ’ ἄλλου, σύ τοι
πρώτη θάνοις αν, ει δίκης γε τυγχάνοις.
ἀλλ’ ει σ ό ρα μη σκήψιν οὐκ ου σαν τίθης.
ει γὰρ θέλεις, δίδαξον ἀνθ’ ὅτου τανῦν
αϊσχιστα πάντων ἔργα δρωσα τvyχάvειςf
ἥτις ξννεύδεις τ φ παλαμναίφ, μεθ’ οὑ
πατέρα τον ἀμὴν πρόσθεν εξαπώλεσας,
καί παιδοποιεις, τοὺς δὲ πρόσθεν ευσεβείς
κάξ ευσεβών βλαστόντας εκβαλούσ ἔχεις. 590
πώς ταῦτ’ επαινέσαιμ αν; ή και ταῦτ’ ἐρεῖς
168
Digitized by Google
ELECTRA
Justly or not, what matters ? But I’ll prove There was no justice in it; ’twas the lure Of a vile wretch that hurried thee along,— Thy lover’s. Ask the Huntress Artemis For what offence she prisoned every gust That blows at Aulis; rather, as from her Thou mayst not win an answer, I will tell thee. My father once—so have I heard the tale— Taking his pleasure in her sacred glade } Started an antlered stag with dappled hide,
; Shot it, and shooting made some careless vaunt Latona’s daughter, wroth thereat, detained The Achaeans, that in quittance for her hart My sire might give his daughter, life for life. And so it came to pass that she was slain:
The fleet becalmed no other way could win Homeward or Troy ward. For that cause alone Reluctantly, by hard constraint, at last He slew her, no wise for his brother’s sake.
But if, as thou interpretest the deed,
’Twas done to please his brother, even thus Should he for that have died by hand of thine ? What law is this ? In laying down such law See that against thyself thou lay not up Dire retribution; for if blood for blood Be justice, thou wouldst justly die the first. Look, if thy pleading be not all a lie,
Say, if thou wilt, why thou art living now A life of shame as partner of his bed,
The wretch who aided thee to slay my sire, Bearing him children, casting out for them • The rightful heirs in rightful wedlock born.
Can I approve such acts, admit that this,
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ὡς τῆς θυγατρὺς αντίποινα λαμβάνεις; αἰσχρῶς δ’, ἐάν περ καὶ λἐγῃς* οὐ γὰρ καλὸν εχθροΐς γαμεῖσθαι τῆς θυγατρὺς οὕνεκα. ἀλλ’ οὐ γὰρ οὐδὲ νουθετεῖν ἔξεστι σε, ἢ πάσαν Γης γλώσσαν ώς τὴν μητέρα κακοστομονμεν. καί σ* ἔγωγε δεσπότιν ἢ μητέρ' ούκ ελασσον εἰς ἡμᾶς νέμω, ἢ ζώ βίον μοχθηρόν, ἐκ τε σοῦ κακοῖς πολλοῖς ἀεὶ ξυνούσα τον τε συννόμον δ δ’ ἄλλος ἔξω, χεῖοα σὴν μόλις φυγών, τλήμων Ὀρέστης ουστυχη τρίβει βίον δν πολλὰ δή με σοὶ τρέφειν μιάστορα επητιάσω· καὶ τὁδ*, εἴπερ ἔσθενον, εδρών ἄν, εὖ τοῦτ’ ἴσθι· τοῦδε γ* οὕνεκα κήρυσσέ μ* εἰς άπαντας, εἴτε χρῇ? κακήν εἴτε στόμαρτγον εἴτ’ αναίδειας π\έαν. εἰ γὰρ πέφνκα τῶνδε τῶν έργων ϊδρις, σχεδόν τι τὴν σὴν οὐ καταισχύνω φύσιν.
XOPOS
ὁρω μένος 7rvέουσαν el δὲ σὺν δίκη ξύνεστι, τοῦδε φροντίς ούκέτ είσορω.
ΚΛΥΤΑΙΜΝΗΣΤΡΑ
ποιας δ’ ἐμοὶ δεῖ πρός γε τήνδε φροντίδος, ἦτις τοιαντα την τεκοϋσαν νβρισεν, καὶ ταῦτα τηλικοῦτος; ἆρα σοι δοκεῖ χωρεϊν αν εἰς πᾶν ἔργον αἰσχύνη? ἄτερ;
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
εὖ νυν ἐπίστω τωνδέ μ’ αισχύνην ἔχειν, κεἰ μὴ δοκὼ σοι· μανθάνω δ όθούνεκα έξω ρα πράσσω κούκ ἐμοὶ προσεικότα. ἀλλ’ ἡ γὰρ ἐκ σοῦ δυσμένεια και τα σὰ
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This too was vengeance for a daughter’s blood ?
A shameful plea, if urged, for shame it is To wed a foeman for a daughter’s sake.
But in convincing thee I waste my breath;
Thou hast no answer but to scream that I
Revile a mother ; and in sooth to us
Thou art mistress more than mother, for I pine A
A wretched drudge, by thee and by thy mate
Downtrodden ; and that other child who scarce
Escaped thy hands, Orestes, wears away
In weary exile his unhappy days.
Oft hast thou taxed me that I reared him up For vengeance ; so I willed it, had I power.
Go to, proclaim me out of my own mo\ith A shrew, a scold, a vixen—what thou wilt.
For if I be accomplished in such arts,	^
Methinks I show my breed, a trick o’ the blood.
CHORUS
I see she breathes forth fury and no more Heeds if her words with justice harmonize.
CLYTEMNESTRA
Why then should / heed one who thus insults A mother, at her ripe age too ? Dost think That she would stick at any deed of shame ?
ELECTRA
Nay, I am shamefast, though to thee I seem Shameless; I know such maimers in a maid Are ill-becoming, in a daughter strange;
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epy εξαναγκάζει με ταῦτα δρᾶν βία· αίσχροΐς γὰρ αισχρά πράγματ έκδιδάσκεται. ΚΛΥΤΑΙΜΝΗΣΤΡΑ
ω θρέμμ αναιδές, ἦ σ’ ἐγὼ καὶ τἄμ’ ἔπη καὶ ταργα τἀμὰ πόλλί ἄγαν λέγειν ποεῖ. ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
σύ τοι λίγεις νιν, οὐκ ἐγώ· σὺ γὰρ ποεῖς τούργον τὰ δ’ ἔργα τοὺς λἀγους εύρίσκεται. ΚΛΥΤΑΙΜΝΗΣΤΡΑ
ἀλλ’ οὐ μὰ τὴν δέσποιναν νΑρτεμιν θράσους τ οὐδ’ οὐκ άλύξεις, ευτ &ν Αϊγισθος μὁλῃ. ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ὁρᾴς; πρὸς οργήν εκφέρει, μεθεΐσά μοι Χέγειν α χρηζοιμ, οὐδ’ έπίστασαι κλνειν.
• ΚΛΥΤΑΙΜΝΗΣΤΡΑ
οὔκουν εάσεις οὐδ’ ὺπ’ εύφημου βοής θΰσαί μ, ἐπειδὴ σοι γ’ εφήκα παν λέγειν; ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ἐ&, κελεύω, θΰε· μηδ* ἐπαιτιω τοὐμὸν στὁμ’, ως οὐκ ἄν πέρα Χέξαιμ ἔτι. ΚΛΥΤΑΙΜΝΗΣΤΡΑ
επαιρε δη συ θύμαθ’ ἡ παρούσα μοι πάγκα^π, ανακτι τῷδ’ ὅπως λυτηρίους εύχάς άνάσχω δειμάτων, ὰ νυν ἔχω. κλύσις ἀν ἤδη, Φοῖβε προστατήριε, κεκρυμμενην μου βάξιν ου γὰρ ἐν φίλοις 6 μύθος, οὐδὲ πᾶν άναπτύξαι πρέπει π^ος φως παρούσης τήσδε πΧησίας ἐμοί, μη συν φθονψ τε καὶ πολύγλωσσο) βοῇ σπείρτ) ματ αίαν βάξιν εις πάσαν πόλιν. ἀλλ’ ωδ’ ακούε· τῇδε γὰρ κἀγὼ φράσω.
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But thy malignity, thy cruel acts Compel me; baseness is from baseness learnt.
CLYTEMNESTRA
Thou brazen monster ! I, my words, my acts,
Are matter for thy glib garrulity!
ELECTRA
The fault is thine, not mine; for thine the acts,
And mine are but the words that show them forth.
CLYTEMNESTRA
Now, by our lady Artemis, thou shalt rue Thy boldness when Aegisthus comes again.
ELECTRA
See, rage distracts thee ; first thou grantest me Free speech, and wilt not listen when I speak.
CLYTEMNE8TRA
I let thee have thy say, and wilt not thou Hush thy wild tongue and let me sacrifice ?
ELECTRA
Go, I adjure thee, sacrifice ; nor blame My voice; henceforth I shall not speak one word.
CLYTEMNESTRA
Bear this, my maid, this offering of earth’s fruits, That to our King I may uplift my prayers,
To rid me of the dread that haunts my soul.
O Phoebus, our Defender, lend an ear To my petition; dark and veiled the words For those who love me not, nor were it meet To lay my whole heart bare, while she is by,
Ready to blab with her envenomed tongue Through all the town some empty, rash report. Darkly I pray ; to my dark prayer attend !
17 3
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α yap προσεῖδον νυκτὶ τῇδε φάσματα δισσων ονείρων, ταῦτα μοι, Αύκει άναξ, εἰ μὲν πέφηνεν ἐσθλὸς δὺς τελεσφόρα, εἰ δ* ἐχθρά, τοῖς εχθροΐσιν εμπαλιν μέθες· καὶ μή με πλοὑτου τοῦ παρόντος εἶ τινες δὁλοισι βουλεύουσιν εκβαλεΐν, ἐφ ἧς, ἀλλ’ ωδέ μ’ αἰει ζώσαν άβλαβει βίψ δόμους ’Ατρειδών σκήπτρά τ άμφέπειν τάδε, φίλοισί τε ξυνοΰσαν οϊς ξύνειμι νυν εύημεροΰσαν καί τέκνων όσων ἐμοὶ δύσνοια μὴ προσεστιν ἢ λὑπη πικρά. ταῦτ’, ὦ Λύκει’ ἈποΧλον, Γλεως κλύω ν δὺς πᾶσιν ἡμῖν ώσπερ έξαιτούμεθα. τὰ δ’ άλλα πάντα καί σιωπώσης εμού έιταξιω σε δαίμον 6ντ ἐξειδἐναι· τοὺς ἐκ Διὸς γὰρ εἰκὸς ἐστι πάνθ’ ὁρᾶν. ΠΑΙΔΑΓΩΓΟΊ
ξἐναι γυναῖκες, πώς ἄν εἰδείην σαφώς ει του τυράννου δω ματ Αἰγίσθου τάδε;
Χ0Ρ05
τάδ* ἐστίν, ὦ ξἐν’· αυτός ηκασας καλώς. ΠΑΙΔΑΓΩΓΟΊ
ἢ καὶ δάμαρτα τήνδ* έττεικάζων κυρω κείνου; πρέπει γὰρ ως τύραννος είσοράν. Χ0Ρ02
μάλιστα πάντων ήδε σοι κείνη πάρα. ΠΑΙΔΑΓΠΓ02
ώ χαιρ, άνασσα· σοΙ φέρων ηκω λ6yoυς ήδεΐς φίλου παρ άνδρός Αἰγίσθῳ θ’ ὁμοῦ.
ΚΛΤΤΑΙΜΝ Η2ΤΡΑ
εδεξάμην τὺ ρηθέν εἰδέναι δέ σου πρώτιστα χρήζω τίς σ’ άπέστειλεν β ροτών·
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The vision that I yesternight beheld Of double import, if, Lycean King,
It bodes me well, fulfil it; but if ill,
May it upon my enemies recoil!
If there be some who treacherously plot To dispossess me of my wealth and power,
Prevent them, and vouchsafe that I may rule The house of Atreus in security,
And wield the sceptre, sharing prosperous days With the same friends and with my children—those By malice and blind rancour not estranged.
Grant, O Lycean Phoebus, of thy grace,
To me and mine fulfilment of my prayers.
And for those other things my heart desires,
Though unexpressed, thou as a god dost know them; For naught is hidden from the sons of Zeus.
AGED SERVANT
Good ladies, might a stranger crave to learn If this indeed be King Aegisthus’ house ?
CHORUS
It is, Sir; thou thyself hast guessed aright.
AGED SERVANT
And am I right conjecturing that I see His royal consort here ? She looks a queen.
CHORU8
Indeed thou art.in presence of the queen.
AGED SERVANT
I greet thee, Madam, and I bear to thee Fair news, and to Aegisthus, from a friend.
CLYTEMNESTRA
I welcome thy fair words, but first would know Who sends thee.
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ΠΑΙΔΑΓΩΓΟΊ
Φανοτεὺς ὁ Φωκεύς, πρᾶγμα πορσύνων μέγα.
ΚΛΥΤΑΙΜΝΗΣΤΡΑ
τὺ ποιον, ώ ξέν*; dire· παρά, φίλον γὰρ ὦν ἀνδρὸς, σάψ* οἶδα, προσφιλείς λέξεις λόγους. ΠΑΙΔΑΓΩΓΟΊ
τέθνηκ* Όρέστης· εν βραχεί ξυνθείς λέγω. ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
οἳ ’γώ τάλαιν*, ολωλα τῇδ* ἐν ημέρα.
ΚΛΥΤΑΙΜΝΗΣΤΡΑ
τί φής, τί φής, ὦ ξεινε; μη τ αυτής κλύε. ΠΑΙΔΑΓΩΓΟΊ
θανόντ Ὀρἐστην νυν τε και πάλαι λέγω.
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
άπωλόμην δύστηνος, οὐδέν εἰμ’ ἔτι.
ΚΛΥΤΑΙΜΝΗΣΤΡΑ
σὺ μὲν τὰ σαυτής πράσσ\ ἐμοὶ δὲ σύ, ξἐνε, τ αληθές είπέ, τω τρόπφ διόλλυται;
ΠΑΙΔΑΓΩΓΟΊ
κάπεμπόμην προς ταῦτα καὶ τὺ πᾶν φράσω. κείνος γάρ ἐλθὼν εἰς τὺ κλεινόν 'Ελλάδος πρόσχημ άγώνος Αελφικων άθλων χάριν, ὅτ’ ησθετ ἀνδρὸς όρθιων κηρυγμάτων δρόμον προκηρύξαντος, οὖ πρώτη κρίσις, εισήλθε λαμπρός, πᾶσι τοῖς ἐκεῖ σέβας· δρόμου δ* ίσώσας τάφέσει1 τὰ τέρματα νίκης ἔχων εξηλθε πάντιμον γέρας, χώπως μὲν ἐν πολλοΐσι παΰρά σοι λέγω ούκ οίδα τοιουδ* άνδρός έργα και κράτη· ἐν δ’ ἴσθ’· όσων γὰρ εισεκηρυξαν βραβής 1 τῆ φό<τ«ι MSS., Musgrave οοπν 176
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AGED SERVANT
^Phanoteus. the Phocian,
On a grave mission.	~~~
CLYTEMNESTRA
Tell me, stranger, what.
It must be friendly coming from a friend.	>
AGED SERVANT
Orestes* death, to sum in brief my tale.
ELECTRA
Me miserable ! Now am I undone.
CLYTEMNESTRA
What say’st thou, man, what say’st thou ? Heed not her.
AGED SERVANT
I say again, Orestes is no more.
ELECTRA
Ah me, I'm lost, ah wretched me, undone !
CLYTEMNESTRA
Attend to thine own business. (To aged servant.) Tell me, Sir,
The circumstance and manner of his death.
AGED SERVANT
That was my errand, and I’ll tell thee all.
To the great festival of Greece he went,
The Delphic Games, and when the herald’s voice Announced the opening trial, the foot race,
He stepped into the lists, a radiant form,
The admired of all beholders. Like a shaft He sped from starting point to goal and back,
And bore the crown of glorious victory.
To speak in brief where there is much to tell,
I never heard of prowess like to his.
VOL. II.
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[δρόμων δίαυλων πένταθλ' ὰ νομίζβται],1 τούτων ἐνεγκὼν πάντα, τάπινίκια ώλβίζετ, Ἀργεῖος μὲν ανακαλούμενος, ὄνομα δ’ Ὀρέστης, τοῦ τὺ κλεινόν Ἑλλάδος Ἀγαμἐμνονος στράτευμ* αηείραντός ποτε. καὶ ταῦτα μὲν τοιαΰθ'· ὅταν οέ τις θεών βλάπτη, δύναιτ’ ἄν οὐδ’ ἀν Ισχύων φυγεῖν. κεῖνος γὰρ ἄλλη ς ημέρας, ο θ' ιππικών ην ηΚίου τέλλοντος ώκύπους ἀγών, εἰσῆλθε πολλών αρματηλατών μέτα.	700
εἷς ἦν 'Αχαιός, εἶς ἀπὸ Σπάρτης, δύο Αίβυες ζυμωτών αρμάτων έπιστάται· κάκ€ΐνος ἐν τούτοισι, θεσσαλὰς ἔχων ίππους, ὁ πέμπτο?· ἕκτος ἐξ Αιτωλίας ξανθαΐσι πώλοι?· ἕβδομος Μάγνης ἀνήρ* ὸ δ’ ὄγδοος λεύκιππος, Αἰνιὰν γένος· ένατος 'Αθηνών τῶν θεοδμήτων ἄπο*
Βοιωτὸς ἄλλος, δέκατον εκπληρών δχον.
στάντες δ* ἵν* αυτούς οι τεταγμένοι βραβης
κληροις ἔπηλαν καὶ κατέστησαν δίφρους,	710
χάλκη ς ύπαϊ σάλπιγγος ἦξαν οἱ δ’ ἅμα
ΐπποις όμοκλησαντες ήνίας χεροϊν
έσεισαν ἐν δὲ πᾶς εμεστώθη δρόμος
κτύπου κροτητών αρμάτων κόνις δ' ανω
φορεΐθ'· ο μου δὲ π αντος άναμεμν/μένοι
φείδοντο κέντρων ούδέν, ως ύπερβάλοι
χνόας τις αυτών και φρυάγμαθ ιππικά.
ὁμοῦ γὰρ ἀμφὶ νώτα καὶ τροχών βάσεις
ηφριζον, είσεβαλλον ιππικαί πνοαί.
κείνος δ' υπ' αυτήν εσχάτην στήλη ν ἔχων	720
1 Jebb with most critics rejects the Ιίύβ and alters τούτων
in next line to &0λαν.
178
Digitized by Google
ELECTRA
This much I’ll add, the judges of the games Announced no single contest wherein he Was not the victor, and each time glad shouts Hailed the award—c An Argive wins, Orestes,
The son of Agamemnon, King of men,
Who led the hosts of Hellas.* So he sped.
But when some angry godhead intervenes The mightiest, man is foiled. Another day,
When at sunsetting chariots vied in speed,
He entered ; many were the charioteers.
From Sparta one, and one Achaean, two From Libya, skilled to guide the yoltod team;
The fifth in rank, with mares of Thessaly,
Orestes came, and an Aeolian sixth,
With chestnut fillies, a Megarian seventh,
The eighth, with milk-white steeds, an Aenian, The ninth from Athens, city built by gods;
Last a Boeotian made the field of ten.
Then, as the appointed umpires signed to each By lot his place, they ranged their chariots,
And at the trumpet’s brazen signal all Started, all shook the reins and urged their steeds With shouts; the whole plain echoed with a din Of rattling cars and the dust rose to heaven.
They drave together, all in narrow space,
And plied their goads, each keen to leave behind The press of whirling wheels and snorting steeds, For each man saw his car beflecked with foam Or felt the coursers’ hot breath at his back. Orestes, as he rounded either goal,
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ἔχριμπτ’ ἀεὶ σύριγγα, δεξιὸν δ’ ἀνεὶς σείραιον ίππον elpye τον προσκείμενον. καὶ πρὶν μὲν ὸρθοὶ Πάντες εστασαν δίφροι· ἔπειτα δ’ Αἰνιᾶνος ἀνδρὸς ἄστομοι πῶλοι βία φέρουσιν εκ δ’ υποστροφής τεΧοΰντες εκτον έβδομόν τ ἤδη δρόμον μέτωπα συμπαίουσι Βαρκαίοις όχοις· κάντεϋθεν ἄλλος ἄλλον ἐξ ἑνὸς κακού εθραυε κάνεπιπτε, πᾶν δ’ επίμπΧατο ναυαηίων Κρισαΐον ιππικών πέδον.	730
yvoύς δ’ οὺξ Αθηνών δεινός ήνιοστρόφος ἔξω παρασπα κάνακωχεύει πάρεις κλύδων’ έφιππον εν μέσῳ κνκωμενον. ήΧαυνε δ’ έσχατος μεν, υστέρας δ* ἔχων πώλους Ὀρἐστης, τῷ τέλει πίστιν φερων ■ ὅπως δ* όρα μόνον νιν εΧΧεΧειμμένον, όξύν δι ώτων κεΧαδον ενσείσας θοαϊς πώΧοις διώκει, κάξισώσαντε ζυyh ηΧαυνετην, τὁτ’ ἄλλον, ἄλλοθ’ ατερος κάρα προβάΧΧων ιππικών οχημάτων.	740
και τοὺς μὲν ἄλλους πάντας άσφαΧεΐς δρόμους ώρμαθ’ ὁ τλήμων ὀρθὸς ἐξ ορθών δίφρων ἔπειτα λύω ν ηνία ν άριστεράν κάμπτοντος ίππου Χανθάνει στήΧην άκραν παίσας· εθραυσε δ’ άξονος μέσας χνόας κάξ άντυτων ωΧισθεν εν δ* εΧίσσεται τμητοΐς ιμασι· του δε πίπτοντος πέδφ πώΧοι διεσπάρησαν ές μέσον δρόμον, στρατός δ’ ὅπως ὁρᾴ νιν εκπεπτωκότα δίφρων, άνωΧόΧυξε τον νεανίαν,	750
οἷ ἔργα δράσας οἶα Χαηχάνει κακά, φορούμενος προς οὖδας, αΧΧοτ ου ράνω ι8ο
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Steered close and shaved the pillar with his nave, Urging his offside trace-horse, while he checked The nearer. For a while they all sped on Unscathed, but soon the Aenian’s hard-mouthed steeds
Bolted, and ’twixt the sixth and seventh round ’Gainst the Barcaean chariot headlong dashed.
Then on that first mishap there followed close Shock upon shock, crash upon crash, that strewed With wrack of cars all the Crisaean plain.
This the shrewd charioteer of Athens marked, Slackened and drew aside, letting go by The surge of chariots running in mid course.
Last came Orestes who had curbed his team (He trusted to the finish), but at sight Of the Athenian, his one rival left,
With a shrill holloa in his horses’ ears He followed ; and the two abreast raced on,
Now one, and now the other a head in front.
Thus far Orestes, ill-starred youth, had steered Steadfast at every lap his steadfast team,
But at the last, in turning, all too soon He loosed the left-hand rein, and ere he knew it The axle struck against the pillar’s edge.
The axle box was shattered, and himself Hurled o’er the chariot rail, and in his fall Caught in the reins* grip he was dragged along, While his scared team dashed wildly o’er the course But as the crowd beheld his overthrow,
There rose a wail of pity for the youth—
His doughty deeds and his disastrous end—
Now flung to earth, now bounding to the sky Feet uppermost. At length the charioteers
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σκέΧη ττροφαίνων, ἔς τε νιν διφρηΧάται, μόλις κατασχεθόντες ιππικόν δρόμον, ἔλυσαν αιματηρόν, ὧστε μηδἐνα yv&vai φίλων ἰδὁντ’ ἂν άθλιον δέμας. καί νιν πυρᾴ κέαντες εὐθὺς ἐν βραχεί χαΧκφ pAy ιστόν σώμα ΒειΧαίας σποδοῦ φέρουσιν ἄνδρες Φωκίων τεταγμένοι, ὅπως πατρώας τύμβον εκΧάχη χθονὸς. τοιαύτά σοι ταῦτ’ ἐστίν, ώς μὲν ἐν Xoytp akyeiva, τοῖς δ’ ἰδοῦσιν, οίπερ εἵδομεν, μέγ/στα πάντων ω ν οπωπ’ ἐγὼ κακών. XOPOS
φεῦ φεῦ* τὺ πᾶν δη δεσπὁταισι τοῖς παλαι πρόρριζον, ώς ἔοικεν, εφθαρται yέvoς.
ΚΛΥΤΑΙΜΝΗΣΤΡΑ
ὦ Ζεῦ, τί ταῦτα, πότερον ευτυχή λέγω, ἢ δεινὰ μέν, κέρδη δέ; Χνπηρώς δ’ ἔχει, εἰ τοῖς ἐμαυτῆς τον βίον σῴζω κακοῖς.
ΠΑΙΔΑΓΩΓΟΊ
τί δ’ ώδ’ ἀθυμεῖς, ω γύναι, τῷ νυν λόγῳ; ΚΛΥΤΑΙΜΝΗΣΤΡΑ
δεινόν τό τίκτειν ἐστίν οὐδὲ γὰρ κακώς ττάσχοντι μίσος ων τέκη πpoσyίyvετaι^ ΠΑΙΔΑΓΩΓΟΊ
μάτην ἄρ’ ημείς, ώς εοικεν, η κ ο με ν.
ΚΛΥΤΑΙΜΝΗΣΤΡΑ
οὔτοι μάτην γε* πω? γὰρ ἄν μάτην Χεγοις, ει μοι θανόντος ττίστ ἔχων τεκμήρια ττροσήΧθες, ὅστις τῆς ἐμὴς ψυχής yεyώς, μαστών ἀποστὰς καὶ τροφής εμής, φυγὰς άττεξενοΰτο καί μ, ἐπεὶ τήσδε χθονός εξήΧθεν, οὐκέτ’ ειδεν, ἐγκαλων 6έ μοι
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Stayed in their wild career his steeds and freed The corpse all blood-bestained, disfigured, marred Past recognition of his nearest friend.
Straightway the Phoceans burnt him on a pyre,
And envoys now are on their way to bring That mighty frame shut in a little urn,
And lay his ashes in his fatherland.
Such is my tale, right piteous to tell;
But for all those who saw it with their eyes,
As I, there never was a sadder sight.
CHORUS
Alas, alas! our ancient masters’ line,
So it appears, hath perished root and branch.
CLYTEMNE8TRA
Ajre these glad tidings ? Rather would I say
Sad, but of profit. Ah how hard my lot
When I must look for safety to my losses.	*
AGED SERVANT
Why, lady, why downhearted at my news ?
CLYTEMNESTRA
Strange is the force of motherhood ; a mother, Whate’er her wrongs, can ne’er forget her child.
AGED SERVANT
So it would seem our coming was in vain.
CLYTEMNESTRA
Nay, not in vain. How canst thou say “in vain,”
If of his death thou bringst convincing proof,
Who from my life drew life, and yet, estranged, Forgat the breasts that suckled him, forgat A mother’s tender nurture, fled his home,
And since that day has never seen me more,
πὸ3
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φόνους πατρψους δείν’ inτηπείλει τελεῖν;
ὦστ’ οὔτε νυκτός ϊπτνον ούτ ἐξ ημέρας
ἐμὲ στεηάζειν ἡὃύν, ἀλλ’ ὁ προστατών	780
χρόνος διῆ7ἐ μ’ αἰὲν ώς θανουμένην.
νῦν δ’—ημέρα γὰρ τῇδ’ άπήλλayμaι φόβου
ττ ρος τῆσδ’ ἐκείνου θ’* ἦδε γὰρ μείζων βλάβη
ξύνοικος ἦν μοι, τ θύμον εκπίνουσ ἀεὶ
ψυχής άκρατον αίμα—νῦν δ* ἕκηλα που
των τῆσδ’ απειλών ούνεχ ἡμερεύσομεν.
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
οἵμοι τάλαινα· νῦν γὰρ οίμώξαι πάρα,
Ὀρἐστα, τὴν σὴν ξυμφοράν, ὅθ’ ὧδ’ ἔχων
πρὸς τῆσδ’ ύβριζα μητρός. ip* ἔχει καλώς; 790
ΚΛΥΤΑΙΜΝΗΣΤΡΑ
οὔτοι σύ* κείνος δ’ ὼς ἔχει καλώς ἔχει.
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ἄκουε, Νέμεσι τοῦ θ αν οντος ἀρτίως.
ΚΛΥΤΑΙΜΝΗΣΤΡΑ
ήκουσεν ων δεῖ κἀπεκὑρωσεν καλώς.
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ύβριζε· νυν yip ευτυχούσα τυγχάνεις.
ΚΛΥΤΑΙΜΝΗΣΤΡΑ
οὔκουν Ὀρέστης καὶ σὺ παύσετον τάδε.
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
πεπαύμεθ1 ημείς, οὐχ ὅπως σὲ παύσομεν. ΚΛΥΤΑΙΜΝΗΣΤΡΑ
πολλών Αν ήκοις, ω ξέν, άξιος τυχεῖν, εἰ τήνδ* επαυσας της πoλυyλωσσoυ βοής. ΠΑΙΔΑΓΩΓΟΊ
οὐκοῦν άποστείχοιμ αν, ει τάδ* ευ κυρει.
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ELECTRA
Slandered me as the murderer of his sire And breathed forth vengeance ?—Neither night nor day
Kind slumber closed these eyes, and immanent dread Of death each minute stretched me on the rack.
But now on this glad day, of terror rid From him and her, a deadlier plague than he,
That vampire who was housed with me to drain My very life blood—now, despite her threats Methinks that I shall pass my days in peace.
ELECTRA
Ah woe is me ! now verily may I mourn Thy fate, Orestes, when thou farest thus,
Mocked by thy mother in death ! Is it not well ?
CLYTEMNESTRA
Not well with thee, but it is well with him.
ELECTRA
Hear her, Avenging Spirit of the dead Whose ashes still are warm!
CLYTEMNESTRA
The Avenger heard
When it behoved her, and hath ruled itiwell.
ELECTRA
This is thine hour of victory ; mock on.
CLYTEMNESTRA
Thou and Orestes then should silence me.
ELECTRA
We silence thee ! We who are silent, both !
CLYTEMNESTRA
Thy coming, Sir, would merit large reward,
If thou indeed hast stopped her wagging tongue.
AGED SERVANT
Then I may take my leave, if all is well.
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ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ΚΛΥΤΑΙΜΝΗΣΤΡΑ
ἦκιστ’· ἐπείπερ οΰτ ἐμοῦ κατάξι ἄν	800
πράξειας οὔτε τοῦ πορεύσαντος ξένου, ἀλλ’ εϊσιθ' εἴσω· τήνδε δ’ ἔκτοθεν βοᾶν ἔα τά θ* αυτής καί τὰ τῶν φίλων κακά.
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ἄρ* ὑμὶν ως ἀλγοῦσα κώδυνωμένη δεινῶς δακρυσαι κάπικωκΰσαι δοκεῖ τὸν υίὺν ἡ δύστηνος ώδ’ ὸλωλὁτα; ἀλλ’ ἐγ7ελῶσα φρούδος· ώ τάλαιν’ ἐγὼ. Ὀρέστα φίΧταθ , ὦς μ’ άπώΧεσας θανών, άποσπάσας γὰρ τῆς ἐμῆς οἔχει φρενος αἶ μοι μόναι παρήσαν εΧπίδων ετι, σὲ πατρός ἦξειν ξωντα τcμωρόν ποτε κάμοΰ ταΧαίνης, νυν δὲ ποῖ με ^ρὴ μολεῖν; μόνη yap είμι, σοῦ τ’ ἀπεστερημενη καὶ πατρός, ἤδη δεῖ με δουλεύειν πάλιν ἐν τοΐσιν έχθίστοισιν ανθρώπων έμοϊ φονεΰσι πατρός, άρά μοι καλῶς ἔχει; ἀλλ’ οὑ τί'μήν ἔγωγε τοῦ λοιπού χρόνου ξύνοικος, εἴσειμ’,1 ἀλλὰ τῇδε πρὸς πύλῃ πα^εισ έμαυτήν αφιΧος αυανώ βίον, προς ταῦτα καινέτω τις, εἰ βαρύνεται, των ἔνδον οντων ως χάρις μέν, ἢν κτάνῃ, λὑπη δ*, ἐὰν ζώ· τοῦ βίου δ* οὐδεὶς πόθος.
Χ0Ρ02	στρ. α
ποῦ ποτε κεραυνοί Διὸς ἢ ποῦ φαέθων Ἀλιος, εἰ ταῦτ’ έφορωντες κρνπτουσιν ἔκηλοι;
Α 9/	) μ
6 ε, αιαι.
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
Ισσομ’ MSS., Hermann corr.
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ELECTRA
CLYTEMNE8TRA
Not so; such entertainment would reflect	y
On me and on thy master, my ally.
Be pleased to enter; leave this girl without To wail her friends’ misfortunes and her own.
[Exeunt clytemnestra and aged servant.
ELECTRA
Seemed she to you a mother woe-begone,	u
Weeping and wailing for a son thus slain,
This miserable woman ? No, she left us With mocking laughter. Dearest brother mine,
Thy death was my death warrant. Woe is me ! With thee has gone my last fond hope, that thou Wast living yet and wouldst return some day To avenge my sire and me, unhappy me.
Now whither shall I turn, alone, bereft Of thee and of my sire ? Henceforth again Must I be slave to those I most abhor,
My father’s murderers. Is it not well with me ?
No, never will I cross their threshold more,
But at these gates will lay me down to die,
There pine away. If any in the house Think me an eyesore, let him slay me ; life To me were misery and death a boon.
chorus	( Str. 1)
Where, O Zeus, are thy bolts, O Sun-god, where is thy ray,
If with thy lightning, thy light, these things be not shewn to the day ?
ELECTRA
Ah me ! Ah me!
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ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ω παῖ, τί hatcpveis; φεῦ.
μηδὲν μέγ’ ἀύσῃς. ἀπολεῖς.
πώς;
XOPOS
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
Χ0Ρ02
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
XOPOS
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
εἰ τῶν φανερῶς οἰχομἑνων
εἰς Ἀίδαν ἐλπίδ* ὐποίσεις, κατ’ ἐμοῦ τακομένας
μᾶλλον ἐπεμβάσει.
XOPOS	ἀντ. α
οἶδα γὰρ ανακτ Ἀμφιάρεων χρυσοδέτοις ἔρκεσι κρνφθέντα γυναικών καί νυν ὑπὸ γαίοις
ε, ιω.
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
πάμῆτυχος ἀνάσσει. φεῦ.
φεῦ δἣτ’* ὸλοὰ γὰρ ἐδάμη.
XOPOS
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
XOPOS
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ΐ88
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CHORUS
Daughter, why weepest thou ?
ELECTRA
Woe!
CHORUS
Hush ! No rash cry !
ELECTRA
Thou’lt be my death.
CHORUS
What meanest thou ?
ELECTRA
If ye would whisper hope
That they we know for dead may be alive;
Ye trample on a bleeding heart.
CHORUS
Nay, I bethink me how	(Ant. 1)
The Argive seer1 was swallowed up,
Snared by a woman for a golden chain,
And now in the nether world—
ELECTRA
Ah me!
CHORUS
A living soul he reigns.
ELECTRA
Ah woe!
CHORUS
Aye woe ! for the murderess—
ELECTRA
Was slain.
1 Amphiaraus. Induced by his wife Eriphyle to join the expedition of Polyneices against Argos, he was swallowed up by an earthquake. His son (like Orestes) avenged his father and Amphiaraus was honoured as an earth-ged.
189
Digitized by Google
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ναι.
ΧΟΡ02
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
t 'ν
στ ρ. β'
οἶδ’ οἶδ’· ἑψάνη γὰρ μὲλετωρ ἀμφὶ τὸν ἐν πἐνθει* ἐμοὶ δ οὔτις ἔτ* ἔσθ’· ος γὰρ
ν * *
€Τ ην,
φρούδος ἀναρπασθείς.
ΧΟΡ02
δειλαία δειλαίων κυρεῖς.
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
κἀγὼ τοῦδ’ ἴστωρ, ὑπερίστωρ, πανσύρτφ παμμήνφ πολλών δεινών στυγνών τ’ αἰῶνι.1
XOPOS
εἴδομεν ἁθρήνεις.2
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
μή μέ νυν μηκέτι παραγάγῃς, ἵν’ οὐ
ΧΟΡ02
τί φής;
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
πάρεισι ν ἐλπίδων ἔτι κοινοτόκων €υπατριδαν αρωηαί.
XOPOS
πᾶσι θνατοῖς ἔφυ μόρος.
ἀντ. β'
ἦ καὶ χαλὰργοις ἐν ἁμίλλαις οὔτως, ως κείνῳ δυστάνῳ, τμητοῖς ὁλκοῖς erf κύρσαι;
Χ0Ρ02
ἄσκοπος ἁ λώβα.
1 ἀχἐαν MSS., Hermann con*. 2 & 0ροεῖς MSS., Dindorf corr. 190
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CHORUS
Aye, slain.
ELECTRA
I know, I know. A champion was raised up To avenge the mourning ghost.
No champion for me,
The one yet left is taken, reft away.
CHORUS
A weary, weary lot is thine.	(Str. 2)
ELECTRA
I know it well, too well,
When life, month in month out,
Like a dark torrent flows,
Horror on horror, pain on pain.
CHORUS
We have watched its tearful course.
ELECTRA
Cease then to turn it where—
CHORUS
What wouldst thou say ?
ELECTRA
No comfort’s left of hope From him of royal blood,
Sprung from one stock with me.
CHORUS
Death is the common lot.	[Ant. 2)
ELECTRA
To die as he died, hapless youth,
Entangled in the reins
Beneath the tramp of coursers* hoofs!
CHOHUS
Torture ineffable!
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ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
πως yap ον κ; εἰ ξένος ἄτερ ἐμᾶν χερών
Χ0Ρ05
παπαῖ.
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
κἑκευθεν, οὔτε του τάφον άντιάσας ον τε γόων παρ’ ἡμῶν*
ΧΡΤ20ΘΕΜΙ5
ὑφ’ ηδονής τοι, φιλτάτη, διώκομαι το κόσμιον μεθεῖσα σὺν τάχει μολεῖν φέρω yap ἡδονάς τε κάνάττανΧαν ων πάροιθεν εἔχες καὶ κατέστενες κακών ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
πόθεν δ’ Αν εὕροις τῶν ἐμων σὺ ττημάτων αρηξιν, οἶς ἵασιν οὐκ ἔνεστ’ ἰδεῖν; ΧΡΤ2Ο0ΕΜΙ2
/	* ’/'Λ	/	f / V Λ	Λ ί Ι Λ
παρεστ Ορεστης ημιν, ισσι τοντ εμού κΧνονσ, ἐναργῶς, ὧσπερ εἰσορᾴς ἐμέ.
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ἀλλ’ ἦ μέμηνας, ὦ τάλαινα, κἀπὶ τοῖς σαυτῆς κακοΐσι κάττί τοῖς ἐμοῖς γελήῖς; ΧΡΤ20ΘΕΜΙ2
μὰ τὴν ττατρφαν ὲστίαν, ἀλλ’ οὐχ νβρβι Xέyω τάδ*, ἀλλ’ ἐκβῖνον ώς τταρόντα νῷν.
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
οἵμοι τάλαινα* καὶ τινος βροτων Xoyov τὁνδ’ εἰσακοὑσασ* ὧδε πιστεύεις ayav; ΧΡΤ20ΘΕΜΙ5
ἐγὼ μὲν ἐξ ἐμοῦ τε κοὐκ ἄλλης, σαφή σημέΐ* ϊδον σ α, τῷδε πιστεύω λογῳ·
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ELECTRA
ELECTRA
Yea, in a strange land far away—
CHORUS
Alas!
ELECTRA
To lie untended by my hands,
Unwept, ungraced with sepulture by me !
Enter chrysothemis. .
CHRYSOTHEMIS
Joy, dearest sister, sped me hitherward,
And haply with unseemly haste I ran To bring the joyful tidings and relief From all thy woes and weary sufferings.
ELECTRA
And where canst thou have found a remedy For irremediable woes like mine ?
CHRYSOTHEMIS
Orestes—hear it from my lips-—is here,
In bodily presence, as thou see’st me now.
ELECTRA
Art mad, poor sister, making mockery Of thine own misery and mine withal?
CHRYSOTHEMIS
I mock not, by our father’s hearth 1 swear it;
In very truth we have him here again.
ELECT R A
0	misery ! And, prithee, from whose mouth Hadst thou this tale so blindly credited ?
CHRYSOTHEMIS
1	trusted to none other than myself,
The clearest proof and evidence of my eyes.
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ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
τίν, ω τάΧαιν, εχουσα πίστιν; ἐς τί μοι βΧεψασα θάλπει τῷδ’ άνηκέστω πυρί;
ΧΡΤ2Ο0ΕΜΙ2
π^ός νυν θεών άκουσον, ως μαθοΰσά μου το λοιπὸν ἢ φρονούσαν ἢ μωραν λἐγῃς.
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
σὺ δ’ οὖν λἑγ’, εἴ σοι τῷ λἀγῳ τις ἡδονὴ.
ΧΡΤ20ΘΕΜΙ2
καὶ δὴ λέγω σοι πᾶν ὅσον κατειδὁμην. ἐπεὶ γὰρ ἦλθον πατρός άρχαιον τάφον, ὁρῶ κοΧώνης ἐξ ἄκρα ς νεορρύτους ττη·γας ηάΧακτος καί περιστεφῆ κύκΧω πάντων ὅσ’ ἐστὶν άνθεων θήκην πατρός. ἰδαῦσα δ* εσχον θαῦμα, καὶ περισκοπώ μή που τις ἡμῖν ἐγγὺς ^χρίμπτη β ροτών, ως δ’ ἐν γαλήνῃ πάντ έδερκόμην τόπον, τύμβου προσεΐρπον άσσον έσχατης δ’ ὁρῶ πυράς νεωρη βόστρυχον τετμημένου* κεύθύς τάΧαιν ως ειοον, εμπαίει τί μοι ῆτυχῇ σύνηθες ομμα, φιΧτάτου βροτών πάντων Όρέστου τοῦθ’ ὁρᾶν τεκμήριον καὶ χερσὶ βαστάσασα δυσφημώ μεν ου, χαρά δὲ πίμπΧημ ευθύς ομμα δακρύων, και νυν θ’ ομοίως καί τότ ἐξεπίσταμαι μη του τὁδ* άηΧάϊσμα πΧην κείνου μοΧειν τῷ 7ἀ/° προσήκει πλήν γ’ ἐμοῦ καὶ σοῦ τόδε κἀγὼ μὲν οὐκ έδρασα, τούτ επίσταμαι, οὐδ’ αὖ σύ· πώς γάρ; ἦ γ€ μ*?δὲ πρὸς θεοὺς εξεστ άκΧαύστῳ τἣσδ* άποστήναι στέγης. ἀλλ’ οὐδὲ μὲν δὴ μητρός ούθ’ ὁ νοῦς φιλεῖ
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ELECTRA
What proof, what evidence ! What sight, poor girl, Lit this illusion in thy fevered brain ?
I will, and tell thee all that I have seen.
As I approached our sire’s ancestral tomb,
1 noted that the barrow still was wet
With streams of milk, and round the monument
Garlands were wreathed of every flower that blows,
I marvelled much and peered around in dread Of someone watching me ; but when I found That nothing stirred, nearer the tomb I crept;
And there upon the grave’s edge lay a lock Of hair fresh-severed; at the sight there flashed A dear familiar image on my soul,
Orestes; ’twas a token and a sign
From him whom most of all the world I love. ^
I took it in my hands and not a sound
I uttered but my eyes o’erbrimmed for joy.
I knew, I knew it then as now, for sure :
This shining treasure could be none but his.
Who else could set it there save thee or me ?
And ’twas not I assuredly, nor thou ;
How couldst thou, when thou mayst not leave the Ιιομββ
Not e’en to sacrifice ? Our mother then ?
When did our mother’s heart that way incline ?
CHRYSOTHEMIS
O, as thou lov’st me, listen, then decide, My story told, if I am mad or sane.
ELECTRA
Well, if it pleases thee to speak, speak on,
CHRYSOTHEMIS
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ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
τοιαυτα πράσσειν οὔτε δρωσ’ ἐλάνθαν* ἄν 1 ἀλλ’ ἔστ’ ' O ρέστου ταῦτα τάπιτύμβια. 2 ἀλλ’, ὦ φίλη, θάρσυνε· τοῖς αὐτοῖσι τοι οὐχ αντος aiel δαιμόνων παραστατβῖ.
?ῷν ἣν τὰ πρόσθεν στυγνός* ἡ δὲ νῦν ἴσως πολλών υπάρξει κύρος ημέρα καΧών.
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
φεῦ, τῆς άνοιας ως σ έποικτίρω πάλαι. ΧΡΤ20ΘΕΜΙ2
τί δ’ ἔστιν; οὐ πρὸς ἡδονὴν λέγω τάδε; ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
οὐκ οἶσθ’ ὅποι γῆς οὐδ’ ὅποι γνώμης φέρει. ΧΡΤ2Ο0ΕΜΙ2
πῶς δ’ οὐκ ἐγὼ κάτοιδ’ ὅ γ’ εἶδον ἐμφανῶς; ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
τ έθνη κεν, ω τάΧαινα, τ άκείνου δὲ σοι σωτήρι ερρει* μηδὲν εἰς κείνον γ’ ὅρα. ΧΡΤ2Ο0ΕΜΙ2
οἴμοι τάλαινα* τοῦ τάδ’ ήκουσας β ροτών*, ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
τοῦ πλησίον παρόντος, ηνικ ώλλυτο. ΧΡΤ20ΘΕΜΙ2
καὶ ποῦ ’στιν οντος; θαυμά τοι μ ύπέρχεται. ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
κατ’ οἴκον, ἡδὺς οὐδὲ μητρι δυσχβρής. ΧΡΤ20ΘΕΜΙ2
οἴμοι τάλαινα* τοῦ γὰρ ανθρώπων ποτ ἦν τὰ πολλὰ πατρός προς τάφον κτερίσματα; ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
Οἶμαι μάΧιστ ἔγωγε τοῦ τεθνηκότος μνημει Όρέστου ταῦτα προσθεῖναι τινα.
1	ἐλάνὅανεν MSS., Heath corr.
2	τάχη ίμια MSS., Dindorf corr.
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ELECTRA
Could she have ’scaped our notice, had she done it ? No, from Orestes comes this offering.
Courage, dear sister. Never destiny
Ran one unbroken course. On us till now
She frowned ; to-day gives promise of her smiles.
ELECTRA
Alas ! I pity thy simplicity,
Fond sister.
CHRYSOTHEMIS
Are not then my tidings glad ?
ELECTRA
Thou knowst not in what land of dreams thou art.
CHRYSOTHEMIS
Wouldst have me doubt the evidence of my eyes ?
ELECTRA
He is dead, I tell thee ; look not to the dead For a deliverer; that hope has gone.
CHRYSOTHEMIS
\h woe is me! Who told thee of his death ?
ELECTRA
One who was present when he met his fate.
CHRYSOTHEMIS
Where is the man ? ’Tis strange, ’tis passing strange.
ELECTRA
Within ; our mother’s not unwelcome guest.
CHRYSOTHEMIS
Ah me ! Ah me! And whose then can have been Those wreaths, that milk outpoured upon the grave ?
ELECTRA
To me it seems most like that they were brought A kindly offering to Orestes dead.
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ΧΡΤ50ΘΕΜΙ2
ω δυστυχής· ἐγὼ δὲ συν χα,ρα λόγους τοιοὑσδ’ εχουσ ἔσπευδον, οὐκ εἰδυῖ’ ἄρα ἵν’ ἦμεν ἄτης· ἀλλὰ νῦν, ὅθ’ ι κόμην, τά τ’ ὄντα πρόσθεν ἄλλα θ’ ευρίσκω κακά. ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
οὔτως ἔχει σοι ταῦτ’· ἐὰν δέ μοι πίθῃ, τῆς νῦν παρούσης πη μονής λύσεις βάρος. ΧΡΤ20ΘΕΜΙ2
ἦ τοὺς θανόντας εξαναστήσω ποτέ;
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
οὐκ ἔσθ’ ὅ γ’ εἶπον οὐ γὰρ ώδ* ἄφρων ἔφυ ν. ΧΡΤ20ΘΕΜΙ2
τί γὰρ κελεύεις ων ἐγὼ φερέγγυος;
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
τλῆναί σε δρωσαν ὰν ἐγὼ παραινέσω. ΧΡΤ50ΘΕΜΙ2
ἀλλ’ εἶ τις ώφέλειά γ*, οὐκ ἀπώσομαι. ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ὅρα, ττόνου τοι χωρίς οὐδὲν ευτυχεί. ΧΡΤ50ΘΕΜΙ5
ὁρω. ξυνοίσω ττάν οσονπερ αν σθενω. ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ακούε δη νυν ἦ βεβούλευμαι ποεῖν. παρουσίαν μὲν οίσθα καί συ που φίλων ως θύτις ή μιν εστιν, ἀλλ' Αιδης λαβών άπεστέρηκε και αόνα λελείμμεθον. ἐγὼ δ’ εως μὲν τον κασίηνητον βίφ θάΧλοντ ετ είσήκουον, είχον ελπίδας φόνου ποτ’ αυτόν πράκτορ ϊξεσθαι πατρός* νυν δ’ ήνίκ ούκετ εστιν, εἰς σὲ δὴ βλέπω, ὅπως τον αύτόχειρα πατρώου φόνου
Digitized by CiOOQle
ELECTRA
CHRYSOTHEMIS
And I, poor fool, was hurrying in hot haste To bring my joyful message, unaware Of our ill plight; and now that I have brought it I find fresh sorrows added to the old.
ELECTRA
So stands the case ; but be advised by me And lighten this the burden of our woes.
' CHRYSOTHEMIS
Wouldst have me raise the dead to life again ?
ELECTRA
I meant not that; I am not so demented.
CHRYSOTHEMIS
What wouldst thou then that lies within my powers ?
ELECTRA.
Be bold to execute what I enjoin.
CHRYSOTHEMIS
If it can profit, I will not refuse.	* *
ELECTRA
Success, remember, is the meed of toil.
CHRYSOTHEMIS
I know it, and will help thee all I can.
ELECTRA
Then listen how I am resolved to act.
From friends, thou knowest now as well as I,
We cannot look for succour; death hath snatched All from us and we two are left alone.
While yet my brother lived and tidings came
Of his prosperity, I still had hopes
That he would yet appear to avenge his sire :
But now that he is dead, to thee I turn;
From thee a sister craves a sister s aid,
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ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ξύν τῇδ’ άδεΧώή μὴ κατοκνήσεις κτανειν Αϊγισθον οὐδὲν γάρ σε δεῖ κρύπτειν μ’ ἔτι. ποῖ γὰρ μενβῖς ῥᾴθυμος, εἰς τίν ἐλπίδων βλέψασ’ ἔτ’ ορθήν; ἥ πάρεστι μὲν στἐνειν πλούτου πατρώου κτῆσιν έστερημένη, πάρεστι δ’ ἀλγεῖν ἐς τοσὁνδε τοῦ χρόνου άΧεκτρα γηράσκουσαν άνυμέναιά τε. καὶ τῶνδε μέντοι μηκέτ εΧπίσης όπως τεύξει ποτ’· οὐ γὰρ ώδ* αβουΧός ἐστ’ ἀνὴρ Αϊγισθος ώστε σὸν ποτ’ ἢ καμόν γένος βΧαστειν έάσαι, πη μονήν αύτφ σαφή, ἀλλ* ἢν ειτίσπη τοῖς ἐμοῖς βονΧεύμασιν, πρώτον μὲν ευσέβειαν ἐκ πατρός κάτω θανόντος οϊσει τον κασιγνητου θ' ἅμα· ἔπειτα δ*, ὧσπερ εξέφνς, ἐλευθἐρα καλεῖ τὺ λοιπόν καὶ γάμων έπάξιων τεύξει* φιλεῖ γὰρ πρὸς τὰ χρηστά πας όράν. λἀγων γε μὴν εὕκλειαν οὐχ ορᾴς ὅσην σαυτή τε κἀμοὶ προσβαΧεϊς πεισθεῖσ’ ἐμοί; τίς γάρ ποτ’ αστών ή ξένων ἡμᾶς ἰδὼν τοιοΐσδ' έπαίνοις ούχι δεξιώσεται· ϊδεσθε τὡδε τὼ κασιγνήτω, φίλοι, ὼ τον πατρφον οϊκον ἐξεσωσάτην,
& τοΐσιν έχθροΐς εὖ βεβηκόσιν ποτέ ψυ^ής άφειδήσαντε προύσ τήτη ν φόνου· τουτω φιλεῖν χρή, τώοε χρὴ πάντας σέβειν, τώδ’ ἔν θ’ έορταις ἐν τε πανδήμω πόλει τιμάν άπαντας ουνεκ ανδρείας γρεών. τοιαΰτά τοι νὼ πᾶς τις έξερεϊ β ροτών, ζώσαιν θανούσαιν θ' ώστε μὴ 'κΧιπειν κλέος. ἀλλ’, ὦ φίλη, πείσθητι, συμπόνει πατρί, σύγκαμν άδεΧφφ, παυσον εκ κακών εμέ,
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ELECTRA
To slay—shrink not—our father’s murderer, Aegisthus. There, I plainly tell thee all.
Why hesitate ? What faintest ray of hope Is left to excuse thy lethargy, whose lot Henceforth must be to mourn the ancestral wealth Whereof thou art defrauded, to lament A youth that withers fast, unloved, unwed.
For dream not wedded bliss can e’er be thine ;
Too wary is Aegisthus to permit That children should be born of thee or me For his destruction. But, if thou attend My counsel, thou shalt reap large benefits:
First, from our dead sire, and our brother too,
A name for piety; and furthermore,
A free-born woman thou shalt stand revealed;
And worthy spousals shall be thine, for worth In women ever captivates all men.
Seest thou not too the honour thou shalt win Both for thyself and me, if thou consent ?
What countryman, what stranger will not greet Our presence, when he sees us, with acclaim ?
“ Look, friends, upon this sister pair,” lie’ll cry,
“ Who raised their father’s house, who dared confront Their foes in power, who jeopardised their lives In bloody vengeance. Honour to the pair,
Honour and worship I Yea at every feast Let all the people laud their bravery.”
So will our fame be bruited far and wide,
Nor shall our glory fail in life or death.
Sweet sister, hear me, take thy father’s part,
Side with thy brother, give me, give thyself
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παύσον δὲ σαν την, τοῦτο γιγνώσκουσ ὅτι ζῆ ν αισχρόν αίσχρώς τοῖς καλώς πεφυκοσιν.
Χ0Ρ02
ἐν τοῖς τοιούτοις ἐστὶν ἡ προμηθία	990
καὶ τῷ Χέγοντι καὶ κλύοντι σύμμαχος.
ΧΡΤ2Ο0ΕΜΙ2
καὶ πριν γε φωνεΐν, ω γυναίκες, εἰ φρένων
έτύγχαν αὕτη μὴ κακών, έσωζετ αν
την εύΧάβειαν, ώσπερ οὐχὶ σώζεται.
ποΐ γάζ ποτ εμβλεγασα τοιούτον θράσος
αυτή θ' όπΧιζει καμ ύπηρετειν καΧεΐς;
ονκ είσορας; γυνὴ μὲν οὐδ’ ἀνὴρ ἔφυ?,
σθένεις δ’ εΧασσον των εναντίων χέρι.
δαίμων δὲ τοῖς μὲν εὐτυχεῖ καθ’ ημέραν,
ἡμῖν δ’ άπορρεί καπι μηδέν έρχεται.	1000
τίς οὖν τοιούτον ἄνδρα βουΧεύων έΧεΐν
ἄλυπος ἄτη? έζαπαΧΚαχθησεται;
δρα κακώς πράσσοντε μη μείζω κακά
κτησώμεθ', εἴ τι? τονσδ' άκούσεται λόγου?.
λὑει γὰρ ἡμῖν οὐδὲν οὐδ’ έπωφεΧεΐ
βάξιν καΧην Χαβοντε δνσκΧεώς θανεῖν.
οὐ γὰρ θανεῖν εχθ ιστόν, ἀλλ’ ὅταν θανεῖν
χρήζω ν τις εἶτα μηδὲ τοῦτ’ ἔχῃ Χαβειν.
ἀλλ* ἀντιάζω, πρὶν πανωΧέθρονς το παν
ημάς τ οΧέσθαι κάξερημώσαι γένος,	1010
κατάσχες οργήν, καί τὰ μὲν ΧεΧεγμένα
άρρητ εγώ σοι κάτεΧή φνΧάξομαι,
αὐτὴ δὲ νουν σχές ἀλλὰ τῷ χρονφ ποτέ,
σθένουσα μηδέν τοῖς κρατοΰσιν είκαθεΐν.
Χ0Ρ02
πείθον· πρόνοιας οὐδὲν άνθρώποις εφυ κέρδος Χαβειν αμεινον ουδέ νοΰ σοφού.
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Surcease of sorrow; and remember this,
A life of shame is shame for noble souls.
CHORUS
Forethought for those that speak and those that hear, In such grave issues, is most serviceable.
CHRYSOTHEMIS
Before she spake, were not her mind perverse,
She had remembered caution, but she, friends, Remembers not. (To Electra.) What glamour fooled thee thus
To take up arms thus boldly and enlist me ?
Thou art a woman, see’st thou not ? no man, L— No match in battle for thine adversaries ;
Their fortune rises with the flowing tide,
Ours ebbs and leaves us soon a stranded hulk ;
Who then could hope to grapple with a foe So mighty and escape without a fall ?
Bethink thee, if thy speech were overheard,
We are like to change bur evil plight for worse. Small comfort or commodity to win Glory and die an ignominious death !
Mere death were easy, but to crave for death And be denied that last boon—there’s the sting. Nay, I entreat, before we wreck ourselves And perish root and branch, restrain thy rage.
All thou hast said for me shall be unsaid,
An empty breath. O learn at length, though late, To yield, nor match thy weakness with their strength.
CHORUS
Hearken! for mortal man there is no gift Greater than forethought and sobriety.
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ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ἀπροσδόκητον οὐδὲν εἴρηκας* καλώς δ’ ῄδη σ’ απορριγουσαν άπηγγεΧΧομην. ἀλλ’ αύτό^ειρι μοι μὁνῃ τε φραστέον τούργον τὁδ*· οὐ γὰρ δὴ κενόν γ’ ἀφήσομεν. ΧΡΤ20ΘΕΜΙ2
φεῦ*
εἵθ’ ὦφελες τοιάδε τὴν γνώμην πατρός θνήσκοντος el ν αι· πᾶν γὰρ αν κατειργάσω.
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ἀλλ’ ἦ φύσιν γε, τὸν δὲ νουν ἥσσων τότε. ΧΡΤ20ΘΕΜΙ2
ασκεί τοιαύτη νουν Bi αιώνος μένειν. ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ώς οὐχὶ συνΒράσουσα νουθετείς τάδε. ΧΡΤ20ΘΕΜΙ5
εἰκὸς γὰρ εγχειρούντα καί πράσσειν κακώς.
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ζηλώ σε του νοΰ, τής δὲ ΒειΧίας στυγώ. ΧΡΤ20ΘΕΜΙ2
ἀνἐξομαι κΧυουσα χωταν ευ Χάγης.
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ἀλλ’ οὑ ποτ’ ἐξ ἐμοῦ γε μὴ πάθης τόδε. ΧΡΤ2Ο0ΕΜΙ2
μάκρος το κριναι ταῦτα χώ λοιπὸς χρόνος. ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
απεΧθε· σοΙ γὰρ ώφέΧησις οὐκ ἔνι. ΧΡΤ2Ο0ΕΜΙ2
ενεστιν ἀλλὰ σοι μάθησις οὐ πάρα.
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
εΧθουσα μητρι ταῦτα πάντ εξειπε ση.
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ELECTRA
’Tis as I thought: before thy answer came I knew full well thou wouldst refuse thine aid. Unaided then and by myself I’ll do it,
For done it must be, though I work alone.
CHRYSOTHEMIS
Ah well-a-way!
Would thou liadst been so minded on that day Our father died! What couldst thou not have wrought!
ELECTRA
My temper was the same, my mind less ripe.
CHRYSOTHEMIS
Study to keep the same mind all thy days.
ELECTRA
This counsel means refusal of thine aid.
CHRYSOTHEMIS
Yes, for misfortune dogs such enterprise.
ELECTRA
1 praise thy prudence, hate thy cowardice.
CHRYSOTHEMIS
E’en when thou slialt commend me, I will bear Thy commendation no less patiently.
ELECTRA
That trial thou wilt ne’er endure from me.
CHRYSOTHEMIS
Who lives will see; time yet may prove thee wrong
ELECTRA
Begone ! in thee there is no power to aid.
CHRYSOTHEMIS
Not so; in thee there is no will to learri.
ELECTRA
Go to thy mother ; tell it all to her.
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ΧΡΤ50ΘΕΜΙ2
οὐδ’ αν τοσοῦτον ἔχθος ἐχθαίρω σ’ ἐγώ. ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ἀλλ’ οὖν ἐπίστω γ’ οἷ μ’ ατιμίας ἄγεις. ΧΡΤ20ΘΕΜΙ2
ατιμίας μὲν ου, προμηθέας δὲ σοῦ. ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
τῷ σῷ δικαίῳ δῆτ’ ἐπισπἑσθαι με δεῖ; ΧΡΤ20ΘΕΜΙ2
ὅταν γὰρ εὖ φρόνις, τ6Θ* ήyήσει σὺ νῷν.
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ ^
ἦ δεινόν εὖ Xeyovaav εξαμαρτάνειν. ΧΡΤ20ΘΕΜΙ2
εϊρηκας ορθως ω σὺ προσκεισαι κακω. ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
τί δ’; οὐ δοκὼ σοι ταῦτα συν δίκη \eyeiv; ΧΡΤ50ΘΕΜΙ2
ἀλλ’ ἔστιν ἔνθα χἡ δίκη βλάβην φέρει. ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
τοὑτοις ἐγὼ ζῇν τοῖς νόμοις ου βούλομαι. ΧΡΤ20ΘΕΜΙ2
ἀλλ’ εἰ ποήσεις ταῦτ’, επαινέσεις εμέ. ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
καὶ μὴν ποήσω y οὐδὲν ἐκπλαγεῖσά σε. ΧΡΤ30ΘΕΜΙ2
καὶ τοῦτ’ αληθές, οὐδὲ βουλεύσει πάλιν; ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
βουλής yap οὐδὲν ἐστιν έγθιον κακής. ΧΡΤ20ΘΕΜΙ2
φρονεΐν εοικας οὐδὲν ών ἐγὼ λέ7ω·
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CHRYSOTHEMIS
My hatred of thee does not reach so fan
ELECTRA
Thou wouldst dishonour me; that much is sure.
CHRYSOTHEMIS
Dishonour ? No, I seek to save thine honour.
ELECTRA
Am I to make thy rule of honour mine ?
CHRYSOTHEMIS
When thou art wise, then thou shalt guide us both.
ELECTRA
Sound words ; *tis sad they are so misapplied.
CHRYSOTHEMIS
Thou hittest well the blot that is thine own.
ELECTRA
How ? dost deny the plea I urge is just ?
CHRYSOTHEMIS
No ; but e’en justice sometimes worketh harm. *
ELECTRA
I clioose not to conform to such a rule.
CHRYSOTHEMIS
Well, if thy purpose hold, thou’lt own me right.
ELECTRA
It holds; I shall not swerve in awe of thee.
CHRYSOTHEMIS
Is this thy last word? Wilt not be advised ?
ELECTRA
No, naught is loathlier than ill advice.
CHRYSOTHEMIS
Thou seemest deaf to all that 1 can urge.
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ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
πάλαι δέδοκται ταῦτα κοὐ νεωστί μοι.
ΧΡΤ20ΘΕΜΙ2
ἄπειμι τοίνυν ου τε γὰρ σὺ ταμ’ ἔπη τολμάς ἐπαινεῖν οὔτ’ ἐγὼ τοὺς σοὺς τρόπους. ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ἀλλ’ εἴσιθ*. οὑ σοι μὴ μεθέψομαί ποτε, οὐδ’ ἦν σφὁδρ’ ἱμείρουσα τυγχάνῃς* ἐπεὶ πολλῆς άνοιας και το θηράσθαι κενά.
ΧΡΤ20ΘΕΜΙ2
ἀλλ’ εἰ σεαυτῇ τυγχάνεις δοκοῦσά τι φρονεῖν, φρονεί τοιαΰθ\ όταν yap ἐν κακοῖς ἤδη βεβήκης, ταμ* ἐπαινἑσβις ἔπη.
Χ0Ρ02	στρ. α
τί τοὺς άνωθεν φρονιμωτάτους οιωνούς ἐσορώμενοι τ ροφάς
κηδομένους ἀφ’ ὧν τε βλάστωσιν ἀφ’ ὧν τ’ ονασιν
H
ευρ-
ωσι, τάδ’ οὐκ ἐπ’ ἴσα? τελοῦμεν; ἀλλ’ οὐ τὰν Διὸς άστραπάν καί τὰν ουρανίαν Θέμιν, δαρὸν οὐκ ἀπὁνητοι.
ώ χθονίαβροτοΐσι φ άμα, κατά pjoi βόασον οίκτράν οπα τοῖς ἔνερθ’ Ἀτρείδαις, ἀγὁρευτα φέρουσ ονείδη·
ἀντ. α'
ὅτι σφιν ἡδη τὰ μὲν ἐκ δόμων νοσεί δή,1 τὰ δὲ πρὸς τέκνων διπλῆ
φύλοπις ούκέτ εξισοΰται φιλοτασίφ δίαιτα· πρόδοτος δε μόνα σαλεύει 1 Triclinius adds δἡ.
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ELECTRA
My resolution was not bom to-day.
CHRYSOTHEMIS
Then I will go, for thou canst not be brought To approve my words, nor I to approve thy ways.
ELECTRA
Go in then; I shall never follow thee,
E’en shouldst thou pray me : ’tis insane to urge . An idle suit.
CHRYSOTHEMIS
Well, if thou art wise In thine own eyes, so let it be ; anon,
Sore stricken, thou wilt take my words to heart.
[Exit CHRYSOTHEMIS.
CHORUS
Wise nature taught the birds of air	(Sir. 1)
For those who reared them in the nest to care ;
The parent bird is nourished by his brood,
And shall not we, as they,
The debt of nature pay,
Shall man not show like gratitude ?
By Zeus who hurls the leven,
By Themis throned in heaven,
There comes a judgment day ;
Not long shall punishment delay.
O voice that echoes to the world below,
Bear to the dead a wail of woe,
A coronach, a tale of shame To Atreus’ line proclaim.
Tell him his house is stricken sore,	(Ant. 1)
Tell him his children now no more In amity together dwell;
Dire strife the twain divides,
VOL. II.
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’ΗΧέκτρα, τον ἀεὶ1 πατρὸς δειλαία στενάγουσ, ὅπως α ττάν&υρτος αηδών,
οὔτε τι τοῦ θανεῖν προμηθὴς τό τε μὴ βΧεπειν έτοιμα,
διδύμαν έΧοΰσ Ἐρινύν τίς αν εὑπατρις ὧδε 1080 βλαστοί;
οὐδεὶς τῶν άηαθών yap 2	στρ. β'
ζών κακῶς εύκλειαν αίσχυναι θεΧει νώνυμος, ὦ παῖ παῖ.
ὡς καὶ σὺ πάγκλαυτον αιώνα κοινόν εΐΧον, τὺ μὴ καλὸν καθοττΧίσασα, δύο φέρειν ἐν ἑνὶ
λἀγῳ,
σοφά τ’ άριστα τε παῖς κεκλῆσθαι.
ζῴης μοι καθύπερθεν	ἀντ. β'. 1090
χειρὶ καὶ πλούτῳ τεῶν εχθρών ὅσον
νῦν ύττάχειρ 3 ναίεις·
ἐπεί σ’ εφηύρηκα μοίρα μεν οὐκ ἐν εσθΧα βεβώσαν, α δὲ μεηιστ εβΧαστε νόμιμα, τῶνδε φερομεναν
άριστα τα Ζηνὺς4 εύσεβεία.
ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
ἄρ’, ώ γνναῖκες, ὸρθά τ’ είσηκούσαμεν ὀρθῶς θ’ όδοπΓορονμεν ένθα χρήζομεν;
Χ0Ρ02
τί 8* εξερευνάς και τί βονΧηθεϊς πάρει;	HOO
1	The text is corrupt, and no plausible emendation has yet been suggested.
2	Hermann adds γάρ gratia.
3	όπὅ χείρα MSS., Musgrave corn
4	Διὅς MSS., Triclinius corr.
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Alone Electra bides,
Alone she braves the surging swell.
Disconsolate doth she her sire bewail,
Like the forlornest nightingale ;
Reckless of life, could she but quell The cursed pair, those Furies fell.
Where shall ye find on earth A maid to match her worth ?
No generous soul were fain	(Str. 2)
By a base life his fair repute to stain.
Such baseness thou didst scorn,
Choosing, my child, to mourn with them that mourn. Wise and of daughters best—
With double honours thou art doubly blest.
O may I see thee tower	(Ant. 2)
As high above thy foes in wealth and power As now they tower o’er thee ;
For now thy state is piteous to see.
Yet brightly dost thou shine,
For fear of Zeus far-famed and love of laws divine. Enter okestes.
ORESTES
Pray tell me, ladies, were we guided right,
And are we close upon our journey’s end ?
CHORUS
What seek’st thou, stranger, and with what intent ?
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ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
Α ϊηισθον ἔνθ’ ω κη κεν ιστορώ τταΚαι.
Χ0Ρ02
ἀλλ’ εὖ θ’ ϊ κάνεις χώ φράσας ἀζήμιος.
ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
τίς οὖν ἄν ὺμῶν τοῖς ἔσω φράσειεν ἂν ἡμῶν ποθεινήν κοινόττουν παρουσίαν;
Χ0Ρ02
ἦδ’, εἰ τον άηχισ τόν γε κηρύσσει ν χρεών.
ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
ἵθ’, ὦ γύναι, δήλωσον εἰσελθοῦσ’ ὅτι Φωκῆς ματεύουσ ἄνδρες ΑΓγισθὁν τινες,
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
οἴμοι τάλαιν’, οὐ δή ποθ’ ἦς ήκούσαμεν φήμης φέροντες εμφανή τεκμήρια;
ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
οὐκ οἶδα τὴν σὴν κληδὁν’· ἀλλά μοι γέρων 1110 εφεϊτ *Ορέστου Ιίτρόφιος ἀγγεῖλαι πὲρι.
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
τί δ’ ἔστιν, ὦ ζεν ; ως μ ύττέρχεται φόβος. ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
φέροντες αυτού σ μικρά Χείψαν εν βραχεί τεύχει θανόντος, ως όρας, κορίξομεν.
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
οι *7ὼ τάλαινα, τοῦτ’ ἐκεῖν’ ἡδη σαφές πρόχειρον άχθος, ώς ἔοικε, Βέρκομαι.
ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
εἴπερ τι κΧαίεις των Ὀρεστείων κακών, τὁδ’ ἄγγος ἴσθι σώμα τούκείνου στέηον.
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ὦ ξεῖνε, δὺς νυν, πρὸς θεών, εἴπερ τόδε κέκενθεν αυτόν τεύχος, εἰς χεῖρας λαβεῖν, Π20
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1 seek and long have sought Aegisthus’ home.
CHORUS
’Tis here ; thy guide is nowise blameable.
ORESTES
Would one of you announce to those within The auspicious advent of our company ?
CHORUS
This maiden, as the next of kin, will do it.
ORESTES
Go, madam, say that visitors have come And seek Aegisthus—certain Phocians.
ELECTRA
Ah woe is me ! You come not to confirm By ocular proof the rumours that we heard ?
ORESTES
I’ve heard no “ rumours.” Aged Strophius Charged me with tidings of Orestes.
ELECTRA
Ha !
What tidings, stranger ? how I quake with dread!
ORESTES
Ashes within this narrow urn we bear,
All that remains of him, as thou mayst see.
ELECTRA
Ah me unhappy ! in my very sight Lies palpable the burden of my woes.
ORESTES
If for Orestes thou art weeping, know This brazen urn contains the dust of him.
ELECTRA
O if it hold his ashes, let me, friend,
O let me, let me take it in my hands.
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ὅπως ἐμαυτὴν καὶ γἐνος τὺ πᾶν ὁμοῦ ξὺν τῇδε κλαύσω κάποδύρωμαι σποδω.
ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
δὁθ’, ἦτις ἐστί, προσφέροντες· οὐ γἀγ ὡς ἐν δυσμένεια γ’ οὖσ’ ἐπαιτεῖται τάδε, ἀλλ’ ἢ φίλων τις ἢ πρὸς αίματος φύσιν.
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ὦ φιλτάτου μνημεῖον ανθρώπων ἐμοὶ -ψυχῆς Όρέστου λοιπόν, ὦς σ’ ἀπ’ ελπίδων οὐχ ώνπερ εξέπεμπον είσεδεξάμην. νυν μεν yap οὐδὲν ὄντα βαστάζω χεροϊν, δόμων δέ σ’, ὦ παῖ, λαμπρόν έξεπεμψ' ἐγὼ. ως ωφελον πάροιθεν ἐκλιπεῖν βίον, πρὶν ἐς ξένην σε γαῖαν εκπέμψαι χεροιν κλέψασα ταϊνδε κάνασώσασθαι φονυυ, όπως θανών εκεισο τῇ τὁθ’ ήμερα, τύμβου πατρφου κοινόν εΐλιγχώς μέρος, νυν δ’ ἐκτὸς οίκων κάπΐ γῆς ἄλλης φvyας κακώς άπώλου, σῆς κασιγνήτης δίχα, κοὑτ’ ἐν φίλαισι χερσιν ἡ τάλαιν* ἐγὼ λουτροΐς σ' έκόσμησ* οὔτε παμφλέκτου πυρός άνειλόμην, ως είκός, άθλιον βάρος, ἀλλ* εν ξέναισι χ€ρσι κηδευθεις τ άλας σμικρός προσήκεις 6yκoς εν σμικρφ κύτει. οἵμοι τάλαινα τῆς ἐμῆς πάλαι τροφής άνωφελήτον, την ἐγὼ θάμ άμφϊ σοι πονώ yλυκει πάρεσχον ούτε γάρ ποτε μητρός συ y ήσθα μάλλον ἢ κάμοΰ φίλος, οΰθ’ οἱ κατ’ οἶκον ἦσαν, ἀλλ’ ἐγὼ τροφός, ἐγὼ δ’ αδελφή σοΙ προσηυδώμην-άεί. νῦν δ’ έκλέλοιπε ταῦτ’ ἐν ημέρα8μια
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Not for this dust alone, but for myself And all my house withal, I’ll weep and wail.
ORESTES
Bring it and give it her, whoe’er she be;
For not as an ill-wisher, but as friend,
Or liaply near of kin, she asks the boon.
ELECTRA
Last relics of the man I most did love,
Orestes ! high in hope I sent thee forth ;
How hast thou dashed all hope in thy return ! Radiant as day thou speddest forth, and now I hold a dusty nothing in my hands.
Would I had died before 1 rescued thee From death and sent thee to a foreign land!
Then hadst thou fallen together with thy sire And lain beside him in the ancestral tomb:
Now in a strange land, exiled, far from home,
Far from thy sister thou hast died, ah me !
How miserably ! 1 was not by to lave
And deck with loving hands thy corse, and snatch
Thy charred bones from out the flaming pyre.
Alas! by foreign hands these rites' were paid,
And now thou comest back to me, of dust A little burden in this little urn.
0	for the nursing and the toil, no toil,
1	spent on thee an infant, all in vain!
For thou wast ne’er thy mother’s babe, but mine ;	■
Thou hadst no nurse in all the house but me,
I was thy sister, none so called but me.
But now all this hath vanished in a day,
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θανὁντι συν σοι· πάντα yap συναρπάσας θύελλ’ ὅπως βέβηκας. θίγεται πατήρ· τ έθνη κ ἐγὼ σοι* φρούδος αντος ει θανών yεΧωσι δ’ εγθροί· μαίνεται δ’ ὑφ’ ηδονής μήτηρ ἀμήτωρ, ἦς ἐμοὶ σὺ πολλάκις φήμας Χάθρα προύπεμπες ως φανού μένος τι μωρός αυτός, ἀλλὰ ταῦθ’ ὁ δυστυχὴς δαίμων ο σ ος τε χαμος εξαφείΧετο, ος σ’ ωδέ μοι προνπεμφεν ἀντὶ φιΧτάτης μορφής σποδόν τε καί σκιάν άνωφεΧή. οι μοι μοι.
ω δέμας οίκτρόν. φευ φευ. ω δεινοτάτας, οϊμοι μοι,
πεμφθειςκεΧεύθονς, φίΧταθ\ ὦς μ* ἀπώλεσας· άπώΧεσας δήτ, ω κασίγνητον κάρα. τοιγὰρ σὺ δἐξαι μ’ ἐς τὺ σὺν τόδε στἐγος, τὴν μηδέν εις το μηδέν, ως συν σοΙ κάτω ναίω το λοιπόν καί yap ήνίκ ήσθ* ἄνω, ξὺν σοὶ μετεΐγον των ίσων, και νυν ποθώ τον σου θανονσα μὴ άποΧείπεσθαι τάφου, τούς yap θανόντας ονγ όρώ Χυπουμένους. XOPOS
θνητού πέφυκάς πατρός, Ήλεκτρα, φρόνει, θνητός δ’ Ὀρέστης, ώστε μὴ λίαν στένε. πάσιν yap η μιν tout’ όφείΧεται παθεϊν.
ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
φεῦ φεῦ. τί λέξω; ποῖ λόγων άμηγανων εΧθω; κρατειν yap ούκέτι yXωσσης σθένω.
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
τί δ’ ἔσχες ἄλγος; πρὸς τίτούτ είπων κυρεϊς; OPE2THS
ἢ σὺν τὺ κΧεινον εΙδος^ΜΧέκτρας τάδε; ιό
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Dead with thy death, a whirlwind that passed by, And left all desolate; thy father’s gone,
And I am dead in thee, and thou art lost;
And our foes laugh. That mother, mother none, Whose crimes, as oft thou gav’st me secret word, Thou wouldst thyself full speedily avenge,
Is mad for joy. But now malignant fate,
Thy fate and mine, hath blasted all and sent me, Instead of that dear form I loved so well,
Cold ashes and an unavailing shade.
Ah me ! Ah me!
O piteous corse !
Ah woe is me !
0	woeful coming ! I am all undone,
Undone by thee, beloved brother mine !
Take me, O take me to thy last lone home,
A shadow to a shade, that I may dwell With thee for ever in the underworld ;
For here on earth we shared alike, and now
1	fain would die to share with thee thy tomb;
For with the dead there is no mourning, none.
CHORUS
Child of a mortal sire, Electra, think,
Orestes too was mortal; calm thy grief.
Death is a debt that all of us must pay.
•	ORESTES
Ah me! what shall I say where all words fail ?
And yet I can no longer curb my tongue.
ELECTRA
What sudden trouble made thee speak like this ?
ORESTES
Is this the famed Electra I behold ?
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ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
τὸ δ’ ἔστ’ εκείνο, καὶ μάλ’ ἀθλίως ἔχον. ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
οἴμοι ταΧαίνης ἆρα τῆσδε συμφοράς* ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
οὐ δή ποτ’, ὦ ξἐν’, αμφ’ ἐμοὶ στἐνεις τάδε; ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
ώ σώμ’ ἀτίμως κάθέως εφθαρμενον.
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
οὔτοι ποτ’ ἄλλην ἢ ῖμὲ δυσφημεῖς, ξὲνε. ΟΤΕ2ΤΗ2
φεῦ τῆς άνύμφου δυσμόρον τε ση? τροφής. ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
τί δή ποτ’, ὼ ξἑν’, ώδ’ επισκοπών στένεις; ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ5
ώς οὐκ ἄρ’ ἤδη τῶν ἐμῶν οὐδὲν κακών. ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ἐν τῷ διέγνως τούτο των είρη μενών;
ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
ὁρων σε πολλοῖς έμπρεπουσαν ἄλγεσιν. ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
καὶ μὴν ὁρᾴς γε 7ταύρα των εμων κακών. ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
καὶ πώς yevoiT αν τῶνδ’ ἔτ’ εγθίω βΧέπειν; ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
όθοννεκ εῖμὶ τοῖς φονεῦσι σύντροφος ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
τοῖς τοῦ; πόθεν τοὐτ’ εξεσή μήνας κακόν; ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
τοῖς πατρός· εἱτα τοῖσδε δουλεύω βία. ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
τίς γὰρ εἰ ἀνάγκη τῇδε προτρέπει β ροτών;
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ELECTRA
'Tis she, and very wretched is her state.
ORESTES
O for the heavy change ! Alas, alas!
ELECTRA
Surely thy pity, sir, is not for me.
ORESTES
O	beauty marred by foul and impious spite !
ELECTRA
Yea, sir, this wreck of womanhood am I.
ORE8TES
Alas, how sad a life of singleness!
ELECTRA
Why gaze thus on me, stranger, and lament ?
ORESTES
Of my own ills how little then I knew !
ELECTRA
Was this revealed by any word of mine ?
ORESTES
By seeing thee conspicuous in thy woes.
ELECTRA
And yet my looks reveal but half iny woes.
ORESTES
Could there be woes more piteous to behold ?
ELECTRA
Yea, to be housemate with the murderers—
ORESTES
Whose murderers ? at what villainy dost hint ?
ELECTRA
My father’s; and their slave am I perforce.
ORESTES
Who is it puts upon thee this constraint ?
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ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
μήτηρ καλεῖται, μητρὶ δ’ οὐδὲν βξισοΐ. ΟΡΕ5ΤΗ2
τί δρώσα; πότερα χερσὶν ἢ λύμη βίου; ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
καὶ χερσὶ καὶ λύμαισι καὶ πᾶσιν κακοῖς. ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
οὐδ’ ουπαρηξων οὐδ’ ὁ κωΧύσων πάρα; ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
οὐ δῆθ\ ὺς ἦν yap μοι συ προΰθηκας σποδόν. OPE2THS
ὦ δύσποτμ’, ώς ὁρῶν σ’ ἐποικτίρω πάλαι. ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
μόνος βροτων νυν ϊσθ* βποικτίρας ποτέ. ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
μόνος γὰρ ἦκω τοῖς ἴσοις άΧτ/ών κακοῖς. ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
οὐ δή ηοΘ’ ἡμῖν ξυγγβνης ήκβις ποθεν; ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
ἐγὼ φράσαιμ αν, εἰ τὺ τῶνδ’ βΰνουν πάρα. ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ἀλλ’ ἐστιν βυνουν, ώστε πρὸς πίστας βρβΐς. ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
μέθβς τὁδ’ ἄγγος νῦν, ὅπως τὺ πᾶν μάθῃς. ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
μὴ δῆτα πρὸς Θεών τοῦτο μ’ ἐργάσῃ, ξένε. ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
πβίθου λέγοντι κοὐχ άμαρτησβι ποτέ.
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
μή, πρὸς γενείου, μὴ ’ξέλῃ τὰ φίΧτατα.
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My mother, not a mother save in name.
ORESTES
By blows or petty tyrannies or how ?
ELECTRA
By blows and tyrannies of every kind.
ORESTES
And is there none to help or stay her hand ?
ELECTRA
None; there was one, the man whose dust I hold.
ORESTES
Poor maid! my pity’s stirred at sight of thee.
ELECTRA
Thou art the first who ever pitied me.
ORESTES
Lam the first to feel a common woe.
ELECTRA
What, canst thou be some kinsman from afar ?
ORESTES
If these are friends who hear us, 1 would answer.
ELECTRA
Yes, they are friends; thou needst not fear to speak
ORESTES
Give back this urn, and then I’ll tell thee all.
ELECTRA
Ask not so hard a thing, good sir, I pray.
ORESTES
Do as I bid thee; thou shalt not repent it.
ELECTRA
Ο, I adjure thee, rob me not of that	. ,
The most I prize on earth.
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ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
ου φημ’ ἐάσειν.
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ω τάλαιν’ ἐγὼ σέθεν,
Ὀρέστα, τῆς σῆς εἰ στερησομαι ταφῆς. ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ5
εύφημα φώνει- πρός δίκη? γἀγ οὐ στἐνεις. ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
πῶς τον θανόντ άδεΧφον ου δίκη στενώ; ΟΡΕ3ΤΗ2
οὑ σοι προσήκει τήνδε ττροσφωνειν φάτιν. ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ούτως άτιμος εἰμι τοῦ τεθνηκότος;
ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
άτιμος ούδενος σ ὑ* τοῦτο δ’ οὐχὶ σὸν.
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
εἴπερ γ’ Ό ρέστου σώμα βαστάζω τάδε; ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
ἀλλ’ οὐκ Ὀρἑστου, πλὴν λόγῳ γ* ἡσκημἐνον. ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ποῦ δ’ ἔστ’ εκείνου του ταΧαπτώρου τάφος; ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
οὐκ ἔστι· τοῦ γὰρ ζώντος ου κ εστιν τάφος.
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
πώς εἶπας, ὦ παῖ;
ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
ψτεῦδος οὐδὲν ὧν λέγω.
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ἦ ζῇ γὰρ ἀνήρ;
ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
εἴπερ έμψυχός y ἐγώ·
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ORESTES
Itimay not be.
ELECTRA
Ah! woe for thee, Orestes, woe is me,
If I am not to give thee burial.
ORESTES
Guard well thy lips ; tltou hast no right to mourn.
ELECTRA
No right to mourn a brother who is dead !
ORE8TES
To speak of him in this wise is not meet.
ELECTRA
What, am I so dishonoured of the dead ?
ORESTES
Of none dishonoured : this is not thy part.
ELECTRA
Not if Orestes’ ashes here I hold ?
ORESTES
They are not his, though feigned to pass for his.
ELECTRA
Where then is my unhappy brother’s grave ?
QR ESTES
There is no grave ; we bury not the quick.
ELECTRA
What sayst thou, boy ?
ORESTES	\
Nothing that is not true.
He lives ?
ELECTRA
ORESTES
As surely as I am alive.
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ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ἦ yap σὺ κεῖνος;
ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
τήνδε ττροσβΧεψασά μου σφραγῖδα ττατρος εκμαθ’ εἰ σαφή λέγω. ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ώ φίΧτατον φῶς.
ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
φίΧτατον, συμμαρτυρώ. ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ὦ φθεημ, άφίκου;
ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
μηκέτ ἄλλοθεν πὑθη,
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ἔχω σε χερσίν;
ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
f	\ Λ	> ν	»/
ως τα λοιπ εχοις αει.
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ώ φίλταται γυναῖκες, ὦ πολίτιδες, ὰρᾶτ’ Ὀ ρέστη ν τὁνδε, μηχανςυισι μεν θανόντα, νυν δὲ μηχαναῖς σεσωσμενον. OPESTH2
όρώμεν, ω παῖ, κἀπὶ συμφοραϊσί μοι γεγηθὺς ἕρπει δάκρυον ὀμμάτων ἄπο.
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ἰὼ yov/u,	στ ρ.
yoval σωμάτων εμοί φιΧτάτων, εμόΧετ άρτίως,
εφηύρετ, ήΧθετ, εϊδεθ' οὺς εχρρζετε.
ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
πάρεσμεν ἀλλὰ σῖγ’ ἔχουσα πρὁσμενε.
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What, art thou he ?
ORESTES
Look at this signet ring, My father’s ; let it witness if 1 lie.
ELECTRA
O happy day!
ORESTES
O, happy, happy day !
ELECTRA
Thy voice I greet!
ORESTES
My voice gives greeting back.
ELECTRA
My arms embrace thee !
ORESTES
May they clasp me aye !
ELECTRA
My countrywomen, dearest friends, behold Orestes who in feigning died, and so By feigning is alive again and safe.
CHORUS
We see him, daughter, and this glad surprise Makes our eyes overflow with happy tears.
ELECTRA
Son of my best loved sire,	(Str.)
Now hast thou come, art here to find, to see Thy heart’s desire.
ORESTES
E’en so ; but best keep silence for a while.
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ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
/ Μ V
τι ο εστιν;
ΟΡΕ5ΤΗ2
σιγάν ἄμεινον, μή τις ένδοθεν κλῶμ ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ἀλλ’ οὐ μὰ τὴν άτμητον aiev Ἀρτεμιν,1 τόδε μὲν οὑ ποτ’ αξιώσω τρέσαι, περισσόν ἄχθος ἔνδον γυναικών ον αἰεί.
ΟΡΕΤΓΗί
ορα ye μὲν δὴ κἀν γυναιξιν ως Ἀρης ἔνεστιν εὖ δ’ ἔξοισθα πειραθεῖσά που. ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ὸτοτοτοτοῖ τοτοῖ,
άνέφέλον ένέβαΧες ου ποτε καταΧύ σιμόν, οὐδὲ ποτε λησὁμενον ἁμἐτβρον οἶον ἔφυ κακόν.
ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ5
ἔξοιδα, παῖ, ταῦτ’· ἀλλ’ ὅταν παρουσία φράζτ), τότ έργων τῶνδε μεμνῆσθαι χρεών. ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ὁ πᾶς ἐμοί,	ἀντ.
ὁ πᾶς ἂν πρεποι παρών εννεπειν τάδε δικα χρόνος·
μόλις γὰρ εσχον νῦν ελεύθερον στόμα. ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
ξύμφημι καγώ% τοιγαροῦν σωζου τόδε. ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
τί δρῶσα;
ΟΡΕΠΉ2
οὖ μή ’στι καιρός μὴ μακρών βούΧου Χέγειν.
1 ἀλλ* ου τἄν *Άρτεμιν τἄν αιῖν αὅμἡταν MSS., Frohlich corr. 226
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What need for silence ?
OHE8TKH
’Twere {vise, lest someone from the house should hear.
ELECTRA
Nay, by Queen Artemis the virgin maid,
Of women-folk I ne’er will be afraid, %
Those stay-at-homes, mere cumberers of the ground.
ORESTES
Yet note that in the breasts of women dwells The War-God too, as thou metliinks hast found.
ELECTRA
Ah me, ah me !
Thou wak’et a memory Inveterate, ineffaceable,
An ache time cannot quell.
ORE8TE8
I know it too; but when the hour shall strike Then it behoves us to recall those deeds.
ELECTRA
All time, each passing hour	(Ant.)
Henceforward I were fain To tell my qriefs, my pain,
For late and hardly have I won free speech.
ORE8TE8
'Tis so; then forfeit not this liberty.
ELECTRA
How forfeit it ?
ORESTES
By speaking out of season overmuch.
2Zt
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ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
τίς οὖν ἄν αξίαν γε σου πεφηνὁτος μεταβάΧοιτ ίίν ὧδε σιγὰν λόγων; ἐπεί σε νῦν ἀφράστως ἀἐλπτως τ’ ἐσεῖδον.
ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
τὁτ’ εἶδες, εὖτε 1 θεοί μ’ ίπώτρυναν μολεῖν ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ἔφρασας ὑπερτέραν
τᾶς πάρος ἔπι χάριτος, εἶ σε θεὺς ἐπὁρισεν ἁμἐτερα πρὸς μἐλαθρα· δαιμόνων αυτό τίθημ ἐγώ.
ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
τὰ μέν σ’ ὸκνω χαίρουσαν eipyaffeiv, τὰ δὲ δέδοικα λίαν ἡδονῇ νικωμένην.
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ἰὼ χρόνφ μακρφ φιΧτάταν ὁδὺν. ἐτταξιώσας ωδέ μοι φανήναι, μή τί με, πολὑπονον ώδ’ ἰδὼν ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
τί μὴ ΤΓοήσω;
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
μή μ* ἀποστερήσῃς τῶν σῶν προσώπων ἁδονὰν μεθέσθαι.
ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ5
ἢ κάρτα κ&ν ἄλλοισι θυμοίμην ἰδὼν.
ξυναινεῖς;
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2 τί μὴν οὑ;
1 MSS. ὅτε, Jebb. coir. MSS. ώτρυναν, Reiske corr.
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But who would barter speech for silence now,
Who could be dumb,
Now that beyond all thought and hope I’ve seen thee come ?
ORESTES
That sight was then vouchsafed thee when the gods First monished me to tum my steps towards home.
ELECTRA
If a god guided thee To seek our halls, this boon Surpasses all before, I see The hand of heaven.
ORESTES
To check thy gladness I am loth, and yet This ecstasy of joy—it makes me fear.
ELECTRA
O	after many a weary year Restored to glad my eyes,
Seeing my utter misery, forbear—
ORESTES
What is thy prayer ?
ELECTRA
Forbear to rob me of the light,
The presence of thy face.
ORESTES
If any dared essay it, 1 were wrath.
ELECTRA
Dost thou consent ?
ORESTE8
How could 1 otherwise ?
2?9
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ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ω φίΧαι, εκΧυον cuv ἐγὼ οὐδ’ αν ηΧπισ αύδαν,
οὐδ’ αν εσχον ὁρμὰν 1
αναυδον οὐδὲ συν ΰοα κΧύουσα,
τάλαινα, νῦν δ’ ἔ^ω σε- προυφάνης δὲ
φιΧτάταν ἔχων προσοψτ/ν,
ἃς ἐγὼ οὐδ’ ἀν ἐν κακοῖς λαθοίμαν.
ΟΡΕ25ΤΗ25
τὰ μὲν περισσεύοντα των λόγων ἄφες, καὶ μήτε μήτηρ ως κακὴ δίδασκε με, μὴθ’ ώς Πατρῴα ν κτησιν Aiy ισθος δόμων ἀντλεῖ, τὰ δ εκχεΐ, τὰ δὲ διασπείρει μάτην χ,οόνου yap αν σοι καιρόν ἐξείργοι λόγος. α δ’ αρμόσει μοι τω παρόντι νυν χρόνφ σήμαιν,* ὅπου φανεντες ή κεκρυμμένοι γελώντας εχθρούς παύσομεν ττ) νυν ὁδῷ. οὕτω δ’ ὅπως μήτηρ σε μὴ ’πιγνώσεται φαιδρφ προσώπφ νῷν επεΧθόντοιν δόμους· ἀλλ’ ώς ἐπ’ ἄτη τῇ μάτην λελεγμἐνῃ στέναξΐ· ὅταν γὰρ ευτυχήσω μεν, τότε χαίρειν παρέσται καί yεXάv εΧευθέρως.
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ἀλλ’ ὦ κασίγνηθ’, ώδ’ ὅπως καὶ σοι φίλον καὶ τ θύμον εσται τῇδ’* ἐπεὶ τὰς ήδονάς προς σου Χαβοΰσα κούκ ἐμὰς ἐκτησάμην, κοὐδ’ ἄν σε Χυπησασα δεξαίμην βραχύ αὐτὴ μἐγ’ εύρεΐν κέρδος· οὐ γὰρ ἄν καλῶς ύπηρετοίην τῷ παρόντι δαίμονι. ἀλλ’ οίσθα μεν τάνθένδε, πῶς γὰρ ου; κΧυων όθούνεκ Aϊyισθoς μὴν οὐ κατὰ στέyaςi μήτηρ δ’ ἐν οἴκοις* ἦν σὺ μὴ δείσρς ποθ1 ώς
1 Arndt adds ούδ’ ἄν. Blomfield reads όρμαν for όργἄν of MSS.
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ELECTRA (to CHORUS)
Friends, a voice is in my ear,
That I never hoped to hear.
At the glad sound how could I Be mute nor raise a joyous cry ?
But I have thee, and the light Of thy countenance so bright Not e’en sorrow can eclipse,
Or still the music of those lips.
ORE8TES
Spare me all superfluity of words—
How vile our mother, how Aegisthus drains By waste and luxury our father’s house;
The time admits not such prolixity.
But tell me rather what will best subserve Our present need—where we must show ourselves, Or lie in wait, and either way confound The mockery and triumph of our foes.
And see that when we twain are gone within Our mother read not in thy radiant looks Our secret; weep as overwhelmed with grief At our feigned story; when the victory’s won We shall have time and liberty to laugh.
ELECTRA
Yea, as it pleaseth thee it pleases me,
Brother, for all my pleasure is thy gift,
Not mine ; nor would I purchase for myself The greatest boon that cost thee the least pang :
So should I cross the providence that guides us. How it stands with us, doubtless thou hast heard. Aegisthus, as thou knowest, is away;
Only our mother keeps the hotjse, and fear not
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ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
γέλωτι τοὐμὸν φαώρὺν ὅῆτεται κάρα.	1310
μισός τε γἀγ παλαιόν ἐντέτηκε μοι,
κἀπεί σ’ ἐσεῖδον, οὑ ποτ’ εκΧήξω χαρᾴ
δάκρυρροούσα· πῶς γὰρ ἄν λήξαιμ’ ἐγώ,
ἥτις μιᾴ σε τῇδ’ ὁδῷ θανόντα τε
καὶ ζῶντ’ ἐσεῖδον; είρηασαι δέ μ* άσκοπα*
ὦστ’ εἰ πατήρ μοι ζών ϊκοιτο, μηκετ αν
τέρας νομίζειν αὑτὁ, πιστεύειν δ’ ὁρᾶν.
ὅτ’ οὐν τοιαύτην ἡμὶν εξήκεις ὁδὁν,
ἄρχ* αὑτὸς ὦς σοι θυμὸς· ώς ἐγὼ μόνη
οὐκ αν δυοῖν ήμαρτον ή yap αν καλῶς	1320
ἔσωσ’ ἐμαυτὴν ἢ καλώς άπωΧόμην.
ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
σιηάν ἐπἡνεσ’ ὼ? ἐπ’ ἐξὁδῳ κλύω τῶν ἔνδοθεν χωροϋντος.
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ν >	* ί» /
εισιτ , ω ξένοι, ἄλλως τε καὶ φέροντες οἶ’ ἄν οὔτε τις δόμων άπώσαιτ ουτ’ ἄν ἡσθείη Χαβών.
ΠΑΙΔΑΓΩΓΟΊ
ώ πλεῖστα μωροί καί φρένων τητώμενοι,
πάτερα παρ οὐδὲν τοῦ βίου κήδεσθ’ ἔτι
ἢ νοῦς ένεστιν ουτις ὑμὶν εγγενής,
ὅτ’ οὐ παρ’ αὐτοῖς, ἀλλ’ ἐν αύτοΐσιν κακοῖς
τοΐσιν μεγίστοις ὄντες οὐ ηνγνώσκετε;	1330
ἀλλ’ εἰ σταθμοϊσι τοΐσδε μη ’κύρονν ἐγὼ
πάλαι φυΧάσσων, ἦν αν ὑμὶν ἐν δὁμοις
τὰ δρώμεν υμών πρόσθεν ἢ τὰ σώματα·
νυν ο εύλάβειαν τῶνδε προυθέμην ἐγώ·
καὶ νυν άπαΧΧαχθέντε των μακρών Xόyωv
καί τῆς άπΧηστου τησδε συν χαρα βοής
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That she will see my face lit up with smiles;
My hatred of her is too deep engrained.
Moreover, since thy coining I have wept,
Wept for pure joy and still must weep to see The dead alive, on one day dead and living.
It works me strangely ; if my sire appeared In bodily presence, I should now believe it No mocking phantom but his living self.
Thus far no common fate hath guided thee ;
So lead me as thou wilt, for left alone I had myself achieved of two things one,
A noble living or a noble death.
ORESTES
Hush, hush ! I hear a stir within the house As if one issued forth.
ELECTRA (to ORESTES and PYLADEs)
Pass in, good sirs,
Ye are sure of welcome ; they within will not Reject your gift, though bitter it may prove.
Enter aged servant.
AGED SERVANT
Fools ! madmen ! are ye weary of your lives,
Or are your natural wits too dull to see That ye are standing, not upon the brink,
But in the midst of mortal jeopardy ?
Nay, had I not kept watch this weary while,
Here at the door, your plot had slipped inside Ere ye yourselves had entered. As it is,
My watchfulness has fended this mishap.
Now that your wordy eloquence has an end,
And your insatiate cries of joy, go in.
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ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
εἴσω παρέΧθεθ', ώς το μὲν μέΧΚειν κακόν ἐν τοῖς τοιοὑτοις ἔστ’, άπηΧΧάχθαι δ’ ακμή. ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
πώς οὐν ἔχει τἀντεῦθεν εἰσιὁντι μοι; ΠΑΙΔΑΓΩΓΟΣ
καλῶς· υπάρχει yap σε μὴ yv&vai τινα. OPE2TH2S
ήyyειKaς, ώς ἔοικεν, ώς τ έθνη κότα.
ΠΑΙΔΑΓΩΓΟΣ
εἷς τῶν ἐνἈιδου μάνθαν ἐνθάδ’ ὦν ἀνήρ. ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
χαίρουσιν οὖν τούτοισιν; ἢ τίνες \oyoi; ΠΑΙΔΑΓΩΓΟΊ
τελούμενων εἵποιμ* ἄν· ώς δὲ νῦν ἔχει, καλώς τὰ κείνων πάντα, καί τὰ μὴ καλῶς.
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
τίς οντος ἐστ’, ἀδελφὲ; πρὸς θεῶν φράσον.
ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
οὐχὶ ξννίης;
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
οὐδέ γ’ ἐς θύμον φέρω.
ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
οὐκ οἶσθ’ ὅτῳ μ’ ἔδωκας εἰς χέρας ποτε; ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ποίφ; τί φωνεΐς;
ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
οὖ τὺ Φωκέων πέδον ύπεξεπέμφθην σῇ προμηθία χεροιν.
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ἡ κεῖνος οὔτος, ὅ ν ποτ’ ἐκ πολλῶν ἐγὼ μόνον προσηύρον πιστόν εν πατρός φον<ρ;
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ELECTRA
’Tis ill delaying in such case, and well To make an end.
ORESTES
How shall I fare within ?
AGED 8ERVANT
Right well; to start with, thou art known to none.
ORESTES
Thou hast reported, I presume, my death.
AGED SERVANT
They’ll speak of thee as though thou wert a shade
ORESTES
And are they glad thereat, or what say they ?
AGED 8ERVANT
I’ll tell thee when the time is ripe: meanwhile Whate’er they do, however ill, is well.
ELECTRA
I	pray thee, brother, tell me who is this ?
ORESTES
Dost thou not see ?
ELECTRA
I	know not, nor can guess.
ORE8TE8
Not know the man to whom thou gav’st me once ?
ELECTRA
What man ? how mean’st thou ?
ORESTES
He that stole me hence,
Through thy forethought, and safe to Phocis bore.
ELECTRA
Can this be he who, when our sire was slain,
Faithful among the many false I found ?
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ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
oS* ἐστί* μή μ ἔλεγχε πλείοσιν λὁγοις. ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ω φίΧτατον φως, ω μόνος- σωτὴρ δόμα)ν Ἀγαμἐμνονος, πώς ἦλθες; ἦ σὺ κεῖνος εἶ, ος τὁνδε κἄμ’ ἔσωσας ἐκ πολλῶν πόνων; ώ φίΧταται μὲν χεῖρες, ἡδιστον δ’ ἔχων ποδῶν ύπηρέτημα, πώς οὑτω πάλαι ξυνὼν μ’ ἔληθες οὐδ’ ἔφαἱνες, ἀλλά με λἀγοις άπώΧΧυς, ἔργ’ ἔχων ἡδιστ’ ἐμοί; χαΐρ\ ω πάτερ* πατέρα 'yap εισοράν δοκὼ* χαϊρ· ἴσθι δ’ ὼ? μάλιστά σ’ ανθρώπων ἐγὼ ήχθηρα κάφίΧησ’ ἐν ημέρα μια.
ΠΑΙΔΑΓΩΓΟΊ
ἀρκεῖν δοκεῖ ρ οι* τοὺς γἀγ ἐν μἐσῳ λόγους Πολλαὶ κνκΧούνται νύκτες ἡμέραι τ’ ἴσαι, αἳ τ αυτά σοι δείξουσιν, Ήλεκτρα, σαφή. σφῷν δ’ ἐννέπω γε τοῖν παρεστώτοιν οτ ι νυν καιρός ἔρδειν νυν ΚΧυταιμνήστρα μόνη, νυν θύτις ἀνδρῶν ἔνδον εἰ δ* εφέξετον, φροντίζεθ’ ὡς τοὑτοις τε καὶ σοφωτέροις άΧΧοισι τούτων πΧείοσιν μαχούμενοι. ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
οὐκ αν μακρών ἔθ’ ἡμὶν οὐδὲν ἄν λόγων, Πυλάδη, τὁδ’ εἴη Tovpyov, ἀλλ’ ὅσον τάχος χωρεΐν ἔσω, πατρώα προσκύσανθ* ἕδη θεῶν, ὅσοιπερ πρόπυΧα ναίουσιν τάδε. ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ἄναξ Ἀπολλον, ἵλεως αὐτοῖν κλὺς
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ORESTES
*Tis he ; let that suffice thee ; ask no*more.
ELECTRA
O happy day! O sole deliverer Of Agamemnon’s house, how cam’st thou hither ?
Art thou indeed our saviour who redeemed From endless woes my brother and myself?
O	hands beloved, O messenger whose feet Were bringers of glad tidings, how so long Couldst thou be with me and remain unknown,
Stay me with feigned fables and conceal
The truth that gave me life ? Hail, father, hail!
For ’tis a father whom I seem to see.
Verily no man in the self-same day Was hated so and so much loved as thou.
AGED SERVANT
Enough methinks; the tale ’twixt then and now— Many revolving nights and days as many Shall serve, Electra, to unfold it all.
(To orestes and pylades)
Why stand ye here ! ’tis time for you to act,
Now Clytemnestra is alone; no man Is now within; but, if ye stay your hand,
Not only with her house-carls will ye fight
But with a troop more numerous and more skilled.
ORESTES
Our business, Pylades, would seem to crave
No longer parley; let us instantly
Enter, but ere we enter first adore
The gods who keep the threshold of the house.
[orestes and pylades enter the palace. ELECTRA
O King Apollo! lend a gracious ear
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ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ἐμοῦ τε πρὸς τοὑτοισιν, ἦ σε πολλὰ δὴ ἀφ’ ών ἔχοιμι Χιτταρεΐ ττρούστην χέρι. νῦν δ’, ὦ Λὑκε ι* Ἀπολλον, ἐξ ο ίω ν ἔχω αἰτῶ, προπίτνω, λίσσομαι, yevov πρόφρων ἡμῖν άpωybς τῶνδε τῶν βουλευμάτων, καὶ δεῖξον άνθρωπτοισι τάτητίμια τῆς δυσσεβείας οἷα δωροῦνται θεοι.
XOPOS
ἴδεθ’ ὅποι ττρονέμεται	στ ρ.
το δυσέριστον αἷμα φυσων Ἀρης.
βεβασιν άρτι δωμάτων ὺπόστεγοι
μετάδρομοι κακών πανουρηημάτων άφυκτοι κύνες,
ωστ ον μακράν ἔτ’ ἀμμενεῖ
τοὐμὸν φρένων ὄνειρον αίωρούμενον.
ταράζεται yap eve ρω ν	ἀντ.
δολιὁπους ἀρωγὸς εἴσω στέyaς,
άρχαιόττΧουτα πατρὸς εἰς εδώλια,
νεακόνητον αίμα χειροίν εγων 6 Μαίας δὲ παῖς
Ἑρμῆς σφ’ ἄγει δολον σκοτφ
κρύφιας προς αὐτὸ τέρμα κονκετ ἀμμένει.
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ὦ φί\ταται γυναίκες, ἄνδρες αὐτίκα	στρ.
τεΧονσι Tovpyov ἀλλὰ σῖγα πρὁσμενε.
XOPOS
πῶς δή; τί νῦν ττράσσονσιν;
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ἡ μὲν ἐς τάφον
λέβητα κοσμεί, τω δ* εφέστατον πέλας.
Χ0Ρ02
σὺ δ’ ἐκτὸς ἥξας προς τί;
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To them ηηὰ me, to me too who so oft
Laid on thy shrine with humble hands my best.
And now with vows (I cannot offer more),
Apollo, Lord Lycean, 1 beseech,
Implore, adjure thee, prosper this our work,
Defend the right and show to godless men How the gods vindicate impiety.
CHORUS
Breathing out blood and vengeance, lo !	(Sir.)
Stalks Ares, sure though slow.
fi’en now the hounds are on the trail;
Within, the sinners at their coming quail.
A little while and death shall realise The vision that now floats before mine eyes.
For now within the house is led	(Ant.)
By stealth the champion of the dead;
He treads once more the ancestral hall of kings,
And death new-whetted in his hands he brings. Great Mai&’s son conducts him on his way And shrouds his guile and brooks not more delay.
ELECTRA
O dearest women, even as I speak	(Str.)
The men are at their work; but not a word.
CHORUS
What work ? what are they at ?
ELECTRA
E’en now she decks
The urn for burial and the pair stand by.
CHORUS
Why spedst thou forth ?
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ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
φρου^ησουσ ὅπως Αἵγισθος ἡμᾶς μὴ λάθῃ μόλων ἔσω.
ΚΛΥΤΑΙΜΝΗΣΤΡΑ
αἰαῖ. ἰὼ στἑγαι
φίλων έρημοι, των δ’ άπολλύντων ττλεαι.
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
βοᾴ τις ἔνδον οὐκ ἀκούετ’, ώ φίλαι;
XOPOS
ἡκουσ’ ανήκουστα δὑστανος, ὧστε φρΐξαι. ΚΛΤΤΑΙΜΝΗ2ΤΡΑ
οἵμοι τάλαιν’· ΑΓγισθε, ποῦ ποτ’ ών κυρεῖς; ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ἰδοὺ μάλ’ αὖ θροεῖ τις.
ΚΛΥΤΑΙΜΝΗΣΤΡΑ
ώ τέκνον τἑκνον,	1410
οϊκτιρε την τεκονσαν.
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ἀλλ’ οὐκ ἐκ σέθεν ωκτίρεθ' οντος οὐδ* ὁ γεννήσας πατὴρ.
Χ0Ρ02
ὦ πόλις, ὦ γενεὰ τάλαινα, νῦν σοι1 μοῖρα καθαμερία φθίνει φθίνει.
ΚΛΥΤΑΙΜΝΗΣΤΡΑ
ώμοι πἐπληγμαι.
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
τταϊσον, εἰ σθἑνεις, διπλῆν.
ΚΛΥΤΑΙΜΝΗΣΤΡΑ ώμοι μάλ’ αὖθις.
1 νυν σ« MSS., corr. R. Whitelaw 240
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ELECTRA
To keep a watch for fear Aegisthus should forestall us unawares.
CLYTEMNESTRA (within)
Woe! woe ! O woefiil house,
Of friends forsaken, full of murderers !
ELECTRA
Listen ! a cry within—hear ye not, friends ?
CHORUS
I	heard and shuddered—oh, an awesome cry.
CLYTEMNESTRA
Ah woe is me ! Aegisthus, where art thou ?
ELECTRA
Hark; once again a wail.
CLYTEMNESTRA
O son, my son,
Have pity on thy mother !
ELECTRA
Thou hadst none
On him or on the father that begat him.
CHORUS
Unhappy realm and house,	#
The curse that dogged thee day by day Is dying, dying fast.
CLYTEMNESTRA
I am stricken, ah !
ELECTRA
Strike, if thou canst, again.
CLYTEMNESTRA
Woe, woe is me once more!
VQL. II.
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ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
εἰ γὰρ Αἰγίσθῳ θ* ὁμοῦ. Χ0Ρ05
τελοῦσ’ α pal· ζώσιν οἱ γᾶς ὑπαὶ κείμενοι. παΧίρρυτον yap alp υπεξαιρούσα των κτανόντων οι πάΧαι θανὁντες.
καὶ μὴν πάρεισιν οἵδε* φοινία δὲ ^εὶρ ἀντ. στάζει θνηΧής Ἀρεοε, οὐδ’ ἔχω ψἐγε/ν.
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
Ὀ ρέστα, πῶς κυρεΐτε;
ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
τἀν δόμοισιμεν
καλῶς, Ἀπόλλων εἰ καλῶς εθέσπισεν.
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
τέθνηκεν ἡ τάλαινα;
ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
μηκετ εκφοβού μητρφον ὦς σε λῆμ’ ατιμάσει ποτε.
XOPOS
παύσασθε· λεύσσω γὰρ Α ἴγισθον ἐκ προδηΧον. •	ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ .
ὦ παῖδες, οὐκ άψορρον;
ΟΡΕ5ΤΗ2
είσοράτε που
\ V f >
τον ανόρ ;
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ἐφ’ ὴμῖν οντος ἐκ προαστίου χωρει yεyηθώς ϋ ~	^ ά. ^ -·
Χ0Ρ02
βᾶτβ κατ’ άντιθύρων ὅσον τάχιστα, νῦν, τὰ πρὶν εὖ θέμενοι, τάδ’ ώς πάλιν.
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ELECTRA
I would that woe Were for Aegisthus not for thee alone.
CHORUS
The curses work ; the buried live again,
And blood for blood, the slayer s blood they drain, The ghosts of victims long since slain.
Enter orestes and pylades from the palace.
Lo they come forth with gory hands that reek {Ant.) Of sacrifice to Ares—’twas done well.
ELECTRA
How have ye sped, Orestes ?
ORESTES.
Al> within
Is well, if Phoebus’ oracle spake well.
ELECTRA
The wretched woman’s dead ?
ORESTES
No longer fear
Thy mother’s arrogance will flout thee more.
CHORUS
Cease, for I see Aegisthus full in sight.
ELECTRA
Back, youths, back to the house !
ORESTES
Where see ye him ?
ELECTRA
Approaching from the suburb with an air Of exultation. He is ours !
CHORUS
Quick to the palace doorway! half your work Is well done ; do no less well what remains.
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ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ5
θάρσει* τελουμεν.
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ἦ νοεῖς ἔπειγέ νυν. ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
καὶ δὴ βέβηκα·
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
τἀνθάδ’ ἄν μέλοιτ’ ἐμοί. ΧΟΡΟΣ
δι’ ὠτὸς ἄν π αι)ρα y ως ήπίως ἐννἐπειν πρὸς ἄνδρα τὁνδε συμφέροι, λαθραῖον ώς ὸρούσῃ πρὸς δίκας ay&va.
ΑΙΓΙ20Ο2
τίς οἶδεν ύμων.που ποθ’ οἱ Φωκῆς ξένοι, οὕς φασ 'Ορέστην ἡμὶν ayyelXat βίον λελοιπόθ' ίππικοῖσιν ἐν ναυαηίοις; σέ τοι, σὲ κρίνω, ναὶ σε, τὴν ἐν τῷ πάρος χρόνφ θρασεΐαν ως μάλιστα σοι μέλειν οἶμαι, μάλιστα δ* αν κατεώυΐαν φράσαι. ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ἔξοιδα· πώς γὰρ οὐχί; συμφοράς yap ἄν ἔξωθεν εἴη ν των ἐμων τῆς φιλτάτης. ΑΙΓΙ20Ο2
ποῦ δῆτ’ ἄν εἶεν οἱ ξένοι; δίδασκἐ με. ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ἔνδον φίλης γὰρ προξένου κατήνυσαν. ΑΙΓΙ20Ο2
ἦ καὶ θανόντ ήyy€lλav ως ἐτητύμως; ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
οὑκ, ἀλλὰ κἀπὲδειξαν, οὐ λἀγῳ μόνον. ΑΙΓΙ2Θ02
πάρεστ’ ἄρ’ ἡμῖν ὧστε κάμφανή μαθεΐν;
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ORESTES
Fear not, we shall. '
ELECTRA
Then speed thee on thy way.
ORESTES
See, I am gone.
ELECTRA
Leave what is here to me.
[Exeunt orestes and pylades ; aegisthus approaches.
CHORUS
’Twere not amiss to breathe some soft words in his ear, That he may blindly rush into the lists of doom.
AEGISTHUS
Could any of you tell me where to find
The Phocian strangers who, I hear, have brought
News of Orestes midst the chariots wrecked ?
Thee, thee I question, thee, in former days So froward : it concerns thee most, methinks,
And thou, as best informed, canst tell me best.
ELECTRA
1 know for sure, else were I unconcerned In what has happened to my nearest kin.
AEGISTHUS
Where then are these newcomers ? Tell me straight.
ELECTRA
Within ; they’ve won their kindly hostess’ heart.
AEGISTHU8
Did they in very truth report his death ?
ELECTRA
They did ; and more, they showed us the dead man. AEOISTHUS
May 1 too view the body to make sure ?
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ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
πάρεστι δῆτα, και μάλ’ ἄζηλος θέα.
ΑΙΠ5ΘΟΪ
ἦ πολλὰ χαίρειν μ εἶπας οὐκ ειωθότως.
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
χαίροις αν, εἴ σοι χαρτὰ τυγχάνοι τάδε.
ΑΙΓΙ20Ο2
σιηάν ἄνωγα κάναδεικνόναι πύλας
πᾶσιν Μυκηναίοισιν Άρτγείοις θ' όραν,
ώς εἴ τις αυτών ἐλπίσιν κεναῖς πάρος	1460
ἐξῄρετ’ ἀνδρὺς τοῦδε, νῦν ὁρῶν νεκρών
στόμια Βέχηται τάμα μηδὲ πρὸς βίαν
ἐμοῦ κολαστοΰ προστυχών φύση φ ρίνας.
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
καὶ δὴ τελείται τἀπ’ ἐμοῦ* τῷ γὰρ χρόνφ νουν έσχον, ώστε συμφερειν τοῖς κρείσσοσιν.
ΑΙΓΙ2Θ02
ώ Ζεῦ, δέδορκα φάσμ ἄνευ φθόνου μὲν οὐ 7Γ€7ττωκὁς· εἰ δ’ ἔπεστι νέμεσις, ου λέγω. χαλάτε παν κάλυμμ απ' οφθαλμών, όπως το συγγενές τοι κάπ εμού θρήνων τύχη.
OPE2THS
αντος συ βάσταζ*· οὐκ ἐμὴν τὁδ\ ἀλλὰ σὸν, 1470 τὺ ταυθ' όραν τε κα\ προσηγορεῖν φίλως.
ΑΙΓΙ20Ο2
ἀλλ’ εὖ παραινείς’κάπιπείσομαι· συ δέ, εἴ που κατ’ οΐκόν μοι Κλυταιμνήστρα, κάλει. OPESTH2
αὕτη πἐλας σοῦ* μηκέτ ἄλλοσε σκόπει.
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ELECTRA
Thou mayst, but 'tis a gruesome spectacle.
AEGI8THU8
Thou givest me much joy against thy wont.
ELECTRA
I wish thee joy, if here is food for joy.
AEGISTHUS
Silence ! attend ! throw open wide the gate,
For all Mycenae, Argos all, to see.
If any heretofore was puffed with hopes Of this pretender, now he sees him dead,
Let him in time accept my yoke, nor wait Wisdom by chastisement to learn too late.
ELECTRA
My lesson’s learnt already ; time hath taught me The wisdom of consenting with the strong.
{The scene opens showing a shrouded corpse with orestes and pylades beside it.)
AEGISTHU8
0	Zeus, I look upon this form laid low By jealousy of Heaven, but if my words Seem to thee overbold, be they unsaid.
Take from the face the face-cloth; I, as kin,
1	too would pay my tribute of lament.
ORESTES
Lift it thyself; ’tis not for me but thee To see and kindly greet what lieth here.
AEGISTHUS
Well said, so will I. {To Electra.) If she be within Go call me Clytemnestra, I would see her—*
ORESTES
She is beside thee ; look not otherwhere.
(aegisthus lifts the face-cloth.)
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ΑΙΓΙ2Θ02
οἴμοι, τί λευσσω;
ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ5
τινα φοβ€Ϊ; τί ν’ ay νοείς; ΑΙΓΙ20Ο2
τίνων ποτ ἀνδρῶν ἐν μέσοις ἀρκυστάτοις ττέτττωχ ὁ τΧήμων;
ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
οὐ γὰρ αἰαθάνει πάλαι ζωντας 1 θανοῦσιν οὕνεκ’ ἀντανδας ἴσα; ΑΙΓΙ20Ο2
οἴμοι, ξυνηκα τοὑπος· οὐ γὰρ ἔσθ’ ὅπως ὅδ* οὐκ Ὀρέστης ἔσθ’ ὁ ττροσφωνών ἐμέ. ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ5
καὶ μάντις ών ἄριστος εσφάλΧον πάλαι. ΑΙΓ12Θ05
ό'λωλα δὴ δείλαιος, ἀλλά μοι πάρες καν σ μικρόν εἰπεῖν.
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
μὴ πέρα λέγειν ἔα
πρὸς θεῶν, άδεΧφέ, μηδὲ μηκννειν λόγους. τί 7ὰρ βροτών αν συν κακοῖς μεμ^μένων θνῄσκειν ὁ μέλλω ν οὐ χρόνον κέρδος φέροι; ἀλλ’ ώς τάχιστα κτεῖνε καὶ κτανων πρὁθες ταφεῦσιν, ών τὁνδ’ βίκος ἐστι τvyχάvειvf αποπτον ημών ως ἐμοὶ τὁδ’ ἄν κακών μόνον γἐνοιτο των πάλαι λυτήριον.
ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
χωροις αν εἴσω σὺν τάχει· Χόηων yap ον νῦν ἐστιν ἁγὡν, ἀλλὰ σῆς ψνχής ττέρι.
1 £«ν τοῖς MSS., Tyrwhitt corr.
248
1480
1490
Digitized by
ELECTRA
O horror.!
AEGISTHUS
ORESTES
Why dost start ? is the face strange ?
AEGI8THU8
Who spread the net wherein, O woe is me,
I lie enmeshed ?
ORESTES
Hast thou not learnt ere this The dead of whom thou spakest are alive ?
AEGISTHUS
Alas ! I read thy riddle; ’tis none else Than thou, Orestes, whom I now address.
ORESTES
A seer so wise, and yet befooled so long!
AEGISTHUS
Ο I am spoiled, undone l yet suffer me,
^0ne little word.
ELECTRA
Brother, in heaven’s name Let him not speak a word or plead his cause. When a poor wretch is in the toils of fate What can a brief reprieve avail him ? No, Slay him outright and having slain him give His corse to such grave-makers as is meet,
Far from our sight; for me no otherwise Can he wipe out the memory of past wrongs.
ORESTES (to AEGISTHUS)
Quick, get thee in ; the issue lies not now In words; the case is tried and thou must die,
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ΑΙΠ2Θ02
τί δ’ ἐς δομους άγεις με; πῶς, τὁδ’ εἰ καλὸν τούργον, σκότον δεῖ κοὐ πρόχειρος εἶ κτανεῖν; ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ5
μὴ τάσσε· χώρει δ’ ἔνθαπερ κατέκτανβς πατέρα τον ἀμὁν, ως ἄν ἐν ταυτῷ θάνης, ΑΙΓΙ2Θ02
ἦ πᾶσ’ ανάγκη τήνδε τὴν στέγην ἰδεῖν τά τ’ ὄντα καὶ μέλλοντα Πελοπιδών κακά; ΟΡΕΧΓΗ2
τὰ γοῦν σ’· ἐγώ σοι μάντις εἰμὶ τῶνδ’ ἄκρος. ΑΙΓΙ20Ο2
ἀλλ’ οὐ πατρωαν την τέχνην εκόμπασας. ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
πὁλλ’ αντιφωνείς, ἡ δ’ ὁδὸς βραΰύνεται. ἀλλ’ ἕρφ\
ΑΙΓΙ2Θ05
νφηγού.
ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
σοι βαδιστέον πάρος.
ΑΙΓΙ5Θ02
ἡ μὴ ψύγω σε;
ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
μὴ μὲν οὖν καθ’ ηΒονην θάνης· φυλάξαι δεῖ με τούτο σοι πικρόν. ^ρῆν δ’ εὐθὺς εἷναι τήνδε τοῖς πόσιν δίκην, οστις πέρα πράσσειν τι των νόμων θέλει, κτείνειν το γάρ πανονργον ούκ αν ἦν πολύ, Χ0Ρ02
ώ σπέρμ Άτρέως, ώς πολλὰ παθὸν δι* ελευθερίας μόλις εξήλθες τῇ νυν ορμή τελεωθεν.
2 5°
1500
1510
Digitized by Google
ELECTRA
AEG1STHU8
Why hale me indoors ? if my doom be just,
What need of darkness ? Why not slay me here ?
ORESTES
’Tis not for thee to order ; go within ;
Where thou didst slay my father thou must die.
AEGISTHUS
Ah ! is there need this palace should behold All woes of Pelops’ line, now and to come ?
ORESTES
Thine own they shall; thus much I can predict.
AEGISTHUS
Thy skill as seer derives not from thy sire.
ORESTES
Thou bandiest words; our going is delayed.
Go.
AEGISTHUS
Lead the way.
ORESTES
No, thou must go the first.
AEGISTHUS
Lest I escape ?
ORESTES
Nay, not to let thee choose The manner of thy death ; thou must be spared No bitterness of death, and well it were If on transgressors swift this sentence fall,
Slay him; so wickedness should less abound.
chorus
House of Atreus ! thou hast passed Through the fire and won at last Freedom, perfected to-day By this glorious essay. t
*5*
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ARGUMENT
Deianira, alarmed at the long absence of her husband, resolves to send their son Hyllus in quest of his father. When he left home Heracles had told her thai in fifteen months would come the crisis of his fate—either death or glory and rest from his toils. As she meditates, Lichas, the henchman of Heracles, comes in sight, tells her that his master is safe and will shortly follow. He is now at Cape Cenaeum in Euboea, about to raise an altar to Zeus in honour of his victories.	With Lichas are a train
of captive maidens and among them she espies Iole. By cross-questioning she learns that Heracles has transferred to Iole his love, and determines to win it back by means of a love-charm that the Centaur Nessus had left to her as he lay dying. So she sends by the hand of Lichas a festal robe besmeared with what proves to be a burning poison. Too late she discovers her mistake. The flock of wool that she had used to apply the charm and flung away smoulders self-consumed before her eyes. Hyllus returns from Euboea and denounces his mother as a murderer, describing the agonies of hut tortured father. 254
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At the news Deianira passes within the home and slaps herself with a sword. The dying Heracles is borne home on a Utter. He gives his last injunctions to Hyllm, to bear him to Mount Oeta, there bum him on a pyre, and then to return and take Iole to wife. With a bitter word against the gods who have thus afflicted their own son, the noblest man on earthy Hyllm gives an unwilling consent.
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DRAMATIS PERSONAE
Heracles, son of Zeus and Alemena. Deianira, daughter of Oeneust his wife Hyllus, their son.
Lichas, herald of Heracles.
A Messenger.
Nurse.
Old Man.
IoLfe, daughter of Eurytus, captive wife
Captive Women.
Chorus of Trachinian Maidens.
Scene : Before the house of Heracles at Trachis.
to Heracles
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ΔΗΪΑΝΕΙΡΑ
Λόγος μιν εστ αρχαίος ανθρώπων φανείς,
ως οὐκ αν αιών εκμάθοις βρότών, πρὶν αν
θάντ) τις, οὔτ’ εἰ χρηστος ου τ’ εἴ τῳ κακός·
ἐγὼ δὲ τον ἐμὁν, καὶ πρὶν εἰς Ἀ ιδού μολεῖν,
ἔξοιδ’ ἔχουσα δυστυχή τε καὶ βαρύν,
ἦτις πατρός μεν εν δομοισιν Οίνεως
ναίουσ ετ’1 εν Ώλευρώνι νυμφείων οκνον
αλγιστον εσχον, ει τις Αἱτωλὶς γυνή.
μνηστὴρ γἀγ ἦν μοι ποταμός, Άχελφον λέγω,
ὅς μ! ἐν τρισιν μορφαισιν ἐξῄτει πατρός,	ίο
φοιτών εναργής ταύρος, ἄλλοτ’ αἰόλος
δράκων ελικτός, αλλοτ άνδρείφ κύτει
βούπρφρος· εκ δὲ δασκίου γενειάδος
κρουνοί διερραίνοντο κρηναίου ποτού.
τοιὁνδ’ ἐγὼ μνηστήρα προσδεδεγμένη
δύστηνος αἰεὶ κατθανεῖν έπηυχόμην,
πριν τησδε κοίτης εμπελασθήναί ποτε.
^ρὁνῳ δ’ ἐν ύστέρφ μεν, άσμένη δε μοι, ο κλεινός ἦλθε Ζηνός Ἀλκμήνη? τε παῖς· ος εἰς αγώνα τῷδε συμπεσών μάχης	20
εκλύεται με· καὶ τρόπον μὲν ἄν πόνων ούκ ἄν διείποιμ· ου γάρ οἶδ’* ἀλλ’ ὅστις ἦν 1 ὅτ’ added by Erfurdt.
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Enter deianira and nurse.
DEIANIRA
There is an old-world saying current still,
“ Of no man canst thou judge the destiny To call it good or evil, till he die.”
But I, before I pass into the world Of shadows, know my lot is hard and sad.
E’en in my childhood’s home, while yet I dwelt At Pleuron with my father, I had dread Of marriage more than any Aetolian maid ;
For my first wooer was a river god,
Acheloiis, who in triple form appeared To sue my father Oeneus for my hand,
Now as a bull, now as a sinuous snake With glittering coils, and now in bulk a man With front of ox, while from his shaggy beard Runnels of fountain-water spouted forth.
In terror of so strange a wooer, I
Was ever praying death might end my woes,
Before I came to such a marriage bed.
Then to my joy, though long delayed, the son Of Zeus and of Alemena, good at need, Grappled the monster and delivered me.
The circumstance and manner of that fight I cannot tell, not knowing; whoso watched it,
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θ α κω ν αταρβής τῆς θέας, ὅδ’ αν λέyoιt
ἐγὼ yap ἥμην ἐκπεπληγμένη φόβφ
μή μοι τὺ κάλλος ἄλγος ἐξεύροι ποτὲ.
τίλος δ’ ἔθηκε Ζεὺς ἀγώνιος καλώς,
εἰ δὴ καλώς, λἐχος γὰρ Ἠρακλεῖ κριτόν
ξυστάσ* ἀεί τινὶ ἐκ φόβον φόβον τρέφω,
κείνου προκηραίνουσα· νὺξ γὰρ εἰσἀγει
καὶ νὺξ ἀπωθεῖ διaδεδεyμέvη πόνον.	30
κἀφὑσαμεν δὴ παῖδας, οὺς κεῖνὁς ποτε,
γῄτης ὅπως Άρουραν ἔκτοπον λαβών,
σπειρών μόνον προσεῖδε κάξαμών Άπαξ·
τοιοῦτος αἰὼν εἰς δόμους τε κάκ δόμων
αἰεὶ τον ἄνδρ’ ἔπεμπε λατρεύοντα τῳ.
νῦν δ* ἡνίκ’ ἄθλων τώνδ’ ύπερτβλής ἔφυ,
ενταύθα δὴ μάλιστα ταρβήσασ ἔχω.
ἐξ οὗ γὰρ ἔκτα κείνος ’Ιφίτου βίαν,
ημείς μὲν ἐν Τραχῖνι τῇδ’ ανάστατοι
ξένφ.παρ ἀνδρὶ ραίο μεν, κείνος δ’ ὅπου	40
βέβηκεν οὐδεὶς οίδε· πλὴν ἐμοὶ πικρὰς
ωδίνας αυτού προσβαλων άποίχεται.
σχεδὸν δ’ επίσταμαί τι πήμ έχοντά νιν
χρόνον yap ούχι βαιόν, ἀλλ’ ηοη δέκα
μήνας προς Άλλοις πέντ’ ακήρυκτος μένει.
καστίν τι δεινόν πῆμα* τοιαύτην ἐμοὶ
δἑλτον λιπών εστειχε, την ἐγὼ θαμὰ
θεοῖς άρώμαι πη μανής ἄτερ λαβεῖν.
ΘΕΡΑΠΑΙΝΑ
δέσποινα Δηάνειρα, πολλὰ μέν σ’ ἐγὼ κατειδον ήδη πανδάκρυτ όδύρματα	50
τὴν Ἠράκλειον έξοδον yοωμένην νῦν δ’, εἰ δίκαιον τους ελευθέρους φρενοΰν
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Indifferent to the issue, might describe.
For me—I sat distracted by the dread That beauty in the end might prove my bane.
But Zeus who holds the arbitrament of war Ordered it well, if well indeed it be.
For since, his chosen bride, I shared the home Of Heracles, my cares have never ceased;
Terror on terror follows, dread on dread,
And one night’s trouble drives the last night’s out. Children were born to us, but them he sees E’en as the tiller of a distant field Sees it at seedtime, sees it once again At harvest, and no more. Such life was his That kept him roaming to and fro from home,
To drudge for some taskmaster. And to-day When he has overcome these many toils,
To-day I am terror-stricken most of all.
For since he slew the doughty Iphitus,
We have been dwelling with a stranger, here In Trachis, banished from our home, and he—
None knoweth where he bides; but this I know,
He has gone and left me here to yearn and pine. Surely some mischief has befallen him,
(For since he went an age—ten long, long months, And other five—has passed, and not a word),
Some dread calamity, as signifies
This tablet that he left me. Oh ! how oft
I’ve prayed it prove no harbinger of woe.
NURSE
My lady Deianira, many a time
I’ve listened to thy lamentable plaints
And groanings for the absence of thy lord.
Now, if 1 seem not overbold, a slave
?6i
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γνώμαισι δούλαις, κἀμὲ χρὴ φράσαι το σὸν πώς παισὶ μὲν τοσοῖσδε πληθύεις, ἀτὰρ ἀνδρὸς κατὰ ζήτησιν οὐ πέμπεις τινα, μάλιστα δ’ ὅνπερ εἰκὸς ''Τλλον, εἰ πατρὸς νέμοι τιν’ ὥραν τοῦ καλώς πράσσειν δοκεῖν; ἐγγὺς δ’ ὅδ’ αντος άρτίπους θρωσκει δόμους, ὦστ’ εἴ τί σοι πρὸς καιρόν εννέπειν δοκώ, πάρεστι χρησθαι τάνδρϊ τοῖς τ’ ἐμοἷς λὁγοις. 60 ΔΗΪΑΝΕΙΡΑ
ὦ τἐκνον, ὼ παῖ, κἀξ αγέννητων άρα μύθοι καλώς πίπτονσιν ἦδε γὰρ γυνὴ δούλη μεν, εϊρηκεν δ’ ελεύθερον λόγον.
ΤΛΛ05
ποιον; δίδαξον, μῆτερ, εἰ διδακτά μοι.
ΔΗΪΑΝΕΙΡΑ
σὲ πατρός οΰτω δαρόν ἐξενωμἐνου
τὺ μὴ πυθέσθαι που ’στιν, αισχύνην φέρειν.
ΎΛΛ02
ἀλλ’ οἶδα, μύθοις ει τι πιστεύειν χρεών.
ΔΗΪΑΝΕΙΡΑ
καὶ ποῦ κλύεις νιν, τἐκνον, ίδρνσθαι χθονός;
ΤΛΛ02
τον μὲν παρελθόντ άροτον εν μηκει χρόνου Λυδῇ γνναικί φασι νιν λάτριν πονειν.	70
ΔΗΪΑΝΕΙΡΑ
πᾶν τοίνυν, ει καί τούτ ετλη, κλύοι τις αν.
ΤΛΛ02
’λλ’ Ῥ Τ Α	/	» f »\
αλλ εξαφειται τονοε γ, ως εγω κλυω.
ΔΗΪΑΝΕΙΡΑ
ποῦ δῆτα νῦν ζῶν ἡ θανών αγγέλλεται;
?6?
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Would lend her counsel to a free-born dame.
Why, since thou art so rich in sons, not send One on the quest, and Hyllus most of all ?
Who could assist thee better, if he cares To ascertain the safety of his sire ?
And Ιο, I see him in the nick of time Approaching hotfoot. Wherefore, if 1 seem To speak in season, use my rede and him.
Enter hyllus.
DEIANIRA
My child, my boy ! wise words in sooth may fall From humble lips. This woman is a slave,
But her words breathe the spirit of the free.
HYLLUS
What, mother ? tell me, if it may be told.
DEIANIRA
She said that never to have gone in search Of thy long absent father brings thee shame.
HYI.LUS
Nay, but if rumour’s true, I know of him.
DEIANIRA
Where hast thou heard, my son, that he abides ?
HYLLUS
Last season, so they say, the whole year through He served as bondsman to a Lydian dame.
DEIANIRA
Naught would surprise me if he sank so low.
HYLLUS
Well, that disgrace is over, so I heal*.
DEIANIRA
Where is he how reported, living or dead ?
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ΤΛΛ02
Εὐβοίδα 'χωράν φασίν, Εὐρύτου πολιν, ἐπιστρατεὑειν αυτόν ἢ μέλλειν ετι.
ΔΗΪΑΝΕΙΡΑ
ὰρ’ οϊσθα δῆτ’, ώ τέκνον, ὡς ἔλειπε μοι μαντεία πιστά τῆσδε τῆς χώρας πέρι;
ΎΛΛ02
τὰ ποῖα, μῆτερ; τον λἀγον γὰρ άγνοώ.
ΔΗΪΑΝΕΙΡΑ
ώς ἢ τελευτὴ ν τοῦ βίου μέλλει τελεῖν
ἡ τοῦτον ἄρας ἆθλον εἰς τὁ γ’ ύστερον1	80
τον λοιπὸν ἡδη βίοτον εύαίων ἔχειν.
ἐν οὖν ροπῇ τοιᾴδε κειμενφ, τ ἐκ νο ν,
οὐκ εἶ ξυνἑρξων, ἡνίκ’ ἢ σεσώσμεθα
[ή πίπτομεν σου πατρός ἐξολωλὁτος]
κείνου β ιον σώσ αντος, ή οΐχδμεσθ’ ἅμα;
ΤΛΛ02
ἀλλ’ εἶμι, μῆτερ· εἰ δὲ θεσφάτων ἐγὼ
βάξιν κατήδη τῶνδε, καν πάλαι παρή·
νυν δ’ ὁ ξυνήθης ποτ ριος οὐκ εἴα 2 πατρός
ημάς προταρβεΐν οὐδὲ δειμαίνειν ἄγαν.
νῦν δ’ ὡς ξυνίημ’, οὐδὲν ελλείψω το μη ου	90
πάσαν πυθέσθαι τῶνδ’ αλήθειαν πέρι.
ΔΗΪΑΝΕΙΡΑ
χώρει νυν, ώ παῖ· καὶ γὰρ υστερώ τό γ’ εὖ πράσσειν, ἐπεὶ πύθοιτο, κέρδος εμπολα.
Χ0Ρ02
ον αἰόλα νὺξ εναριζομένα	στρ. π’
τίκτει κατευνάζει τε, φλο^ιζόμενον "Αλιον "Αλιον αιτώ
τούτο καρΰξαι, τον Άλκ μήνας ποθι μοι ποθι παῖς 1 «ίς τόν ύστερον MS8., Reiske corr.
1 ἐ$ MSS., Vauvilliers corr.
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HYLLUS
He wars, or is about to war, they say,
Against Euboea and King Eurytus.
DEIANIRA
Know’st thou, my son, that when he went away He left sure oracles anent that land ?
HYLLUS
What, mother ? I ne’er heard of them before.
DEIANIRA
That either he should find his death, or when He had achieved this final task, henceforth Lead an unbroken life of peaceful ease.
Son, when his fate thus trembles in the scale, Wilt thou not go to aid him ? If he’s saved, We too are saved ; if lost, we perish too.
HYLLUS
Ay, mother, I’ll away ; had I but known Of this prediction I had long been gone.
But, as it was, his happy star forbade Excess of fear or doubt; but, now I know, No pains I’ll spare to learn the perfect truth.
Enter chorus.
DEIANIRA
Go then, my son. However late the quest,
The bringer of good news is well repaid !
[Exit HYLLUS.
CHORUS
Child of star-bespangled Night,	(Str. 1)
Born as she dies,
Laid to rest in a blaze of light,
Tell me, Sun-god, O tell me, where Tarries the child of Alemena fair;
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* ναιει ποτ’, ω λαμπρά στεροπά φλεyέθωv,
ἢ πόντιας αύλώνος ἢ δισσαῖσιν ἀπείροις κλιθείς, εἴπ’, ω κρατιστεὑων κατ’ ὄμμα.
ποθουμένα γὰρ φρενὶ πυνθάνομαι	άντ. α'
τάν ἀμφινεικῆ Δηιάνβιραν ἀεί, οἷά τιν’ άθλιον δρνιν,
ούψοτ εννάζειν aha κ ρυτών βλεφάρων πόθον, ἀλλ εύμναστον ἀνδρὸς δεῖμα τρέφουσαν όδοΰ ενθυμίοις εύναις άνανδρώτοισι τρὐχεσθαι, κακάν δὑστανον ελπίζουσαν αίσαν.
στρ. β'
πολλὰ γὰρ ὦ στ’ ἀκάμαντος ἢ νότου ἢ βορέα τις κύματ αν εύρέϊ πόντω β άντ επιόντα τ ἵδοι, οὔτω δὲ τὸν Καδμογενῆ στρέφει,1 το δ* αὕξει, βιότου πολύπονον ώσπερ πέλαγος Κρήσιον. ἀλλά τις θεῶν αἰὲν άναμπλάκητον Ἀιδα σφε δόμων ερύκει.
άντ. β7
ὧν επιμεμφομένα σ αιδοία 2 μὲν, ἀντία δ’ οἵσω. φαμι yap ούκ άποτρύειν ἐλπίδα τὰν ἀγαθὰν χρῆναι σ*· ανάλγητα yap οὐδ’ ὁ πάντα κραίνων βασιλεύς επέβαλε θνατοις Κρονίδας· αλλ’ ἐπὶ πῆμα καὶ χαρὰ πᾶσι κυκλούσιν, οΐον άρκτου στροφάδες κέλευθοι.
μἐνει γὰρ οὔτ’ αιόλα νυξ βροτοΐσιν ούτε κήρες
1	τρἐφει MSS., Reiske corr.
2	αὅεῖα MSS., Musgrave corr,
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Thou from whose eyes,
Keen as lightning, naught can hide.
Doth he on either mainland bide ?
Roams he over the sea straits driven ?
Thou, omniscient eye of heaven,
Declare, declare !
For like bird bereft of her mate	{Ant. 1)
(Sad my tale)
Deianira, desolate,
She the maiden of many wooed,
Pines by fears for her lord pursued ;
Ever she bodes some instant harm Ever she starts at a new alarm,
With vigils pale.
(Sir. 2)
For as the tireless South or Northern blast Billow on billow rolls o’er ocean wide,
So on the son of Cadmus follows fast
Sea upon sea of trouble, tide on tide;
And now he sinks, now rises; still some god Is nigh to save him from Death’s whelming flood.
{Ant. 2)
Bear with me, lady, if I seem to chide thee.
Why by despondency is fair hope slain ? Think that high Zeus, if evil now betide thee, No human lot ordaineth free from pain;
But as the Bear revolves in heaven all night,
So mortals move ’twixt sorrow and delight.
The sheen of night with daybreak wanes; Pleasure follows after pains.
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ου τε πλοῦτος, ἀλλ’ ἄφαρ βέβακε, τῷ δ’ επέρχεται χαίρειν τε καὶ στέρεσθαι. α καὶ σὲ τὰν Άνασσαν ἐλπίσιν λέγω τάδ’ αἰὲν ϊσχειν ἐπεὶ τίς ὧδε τἐκνοισι Ζῆν ΆβουΧον εἶδεν;
ΔΗΪΑΝΕΙΡΑ
πβπυσμένη μέν, ὼς ἀπεικάσαι, πάρει πάθημα τούμόν ὼς δ’ ἐγὼ θνμοφθορώ, μήτ’ ἐκμάθοις παθούσα νυν τ’ Άπειρος εἶ. τὺ γὰρ νεάζον εν τοιοῖσδε βόσκεται χώροισιν αυτού, καί νιν ου θάλπος θεού οὐδ’ ομβρος οὐδὲ πνευμάτων οὐδὲν κΧονει, ἀλλ’ ἡδοναῖς Άμοχθον εξαιρεί βίον ες τούθ’ εως τις ἀντὶ παρθένου γυνὴ κληθῇ λάβῃ τ’ ἐν νυκτὶ φροντίδων μέρος, ήτοι προς άνδρος η τέκνων φοβούμενη, τότ Αν τις είσίδοιτο, την αυτού σκοπών πράξιν, κακοΐσιν οΐς ἐγὼ βαρύνομαι. πάθη μεν ούν δη πολ,λ’ ἔγωγ’ εκΧαυσάμην εν δ\ οΐον οὔπω πρόσθεν, αυτίκ ἐξερῶ, ὁδὺν γὰρ ἦμος τὴν τεΧενταίαν Άναξ ώρμάτ άπ οίκων Ἠρακλῆς, τὁτ’ εν δόμοις Χειπει παΧαιαν δέλτον εγγεγραμμένην ξυνθήμαθ', άμοϊ πρόσθεν ου κ ετΧη ποτέ, πολλοὺς αγώνας εξιών, οΰπω φράσαι, ἀλλ’ ὦς τι δράσων εΐρπε κού θανούμενος. νῦν δ* ως ἔτ’ οὐκ ων είπε μεν λἐχους ὅ τι χρείη μ’ έΧέσθαι κτήσιν, είπε δ’ ἦρ τέκνοις
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If perchance to-day tliou art sad,
Then another man is glad.
Gains with losses alternate;
Naught is constant in one state :
Ponder this, my Queen, nor let Carking care thy spirit fret.
Tell me hast thou ever known Zeus unmindful of his own ?
DEIANIRA
Doubtless ye must have heard of my distress,
And therefore come ; but how my heart is racked Ye cannot know—pray God ye ne’er may know it By suffering!
Like to us, the tender plant Is reared and nurtured in some garden close ;
Nor heat, nor rain, nor any breath of air Vexes it, but unruffled, unperturbed,
It buds and blossoms in sequestered bliss ;
So fare we till the maid is called a wife And finds her married portion in the night—
Dread terror for her husband or her child.
Only the woman who by trial knows The cares of wedlock knows what I endure.
Many have been my sorrows in the past,
But now of one, the woefullest of all,
I have to tell. When Heracles, my lord,
On his last travel was about to start,
He left an ancient tablet in the house,
Inscribed with characters that ne’er beforfe,. However desperate the enterprise,
He would interpret; for he aye set forth As one about to do and not to die.
This time, as on his death bed, he prescribed Due portion of his substance as my dower,
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μοίραν πατρῴας γῆς διαιρετόν νέμοι,
χρόνον προτάξας ώς τρίμηνον ήνίκα
χώρας ἀπείη κάνιαύσιον βεβώς,
τότ ή θανεῖν χρείη σφβ τῷδε τω χρόνω
η τούθ* ύπεκδραμόντα του χρόνον τέλος
τὺ λοιπὸν ἡδη ζῆν ἀλυπήτῳ βίῳ.
τοιαῦτ’ εφραξε πρὸς θεών είμαρμένα
τῶν Ἠρακλείων ἐκτελευτᾶσθαι πόνων,	170
ώς τὴν παλαιὰν φη·γον αύδήσαί ποτε
Δωδῶνι δισσών ἐκ Πελειάδων ἔφη.
καὶ τῶνδε ναμέρτεια συμβαίνει χρόνου
του νυν παρόντος, ώς τεΧεσθηναι χρεών
ωσθ’ ἡδέως εΰδουσαν εκπηδάν ἐμὲ
φόβφ, φίΧαι, ταρβονσαν, ει με χρη μενειν
πάντων άρίστον φωτός εστερημενην.
XOPOS
ευφημίαν νυν ισχ· επεϊ καταστεφή στείχονθ* όρώ τιν άνδρα προς χαράν λόγων.
ΑΓΓΕΛΟΙ
δέσποινα Δηάνειρα, πρώτος ἀγγέλων	180
οκνου σε λύσω* τὸν γὰρ Ἀλκμήνης τόκον και ζώντ ἐπίστω καὶ κρατούντα κάκ μάχης ayovT άπαρχάς θεοΐσι τοῖς εγχωρίοις.
ΔΗΪΑΝΕΙΡΑ
τίν ειπας, ὦ γεραιέ, τόνδε μοι Xoyov;
ΑΓΓΕΛΟΙ
τάχ ἐς δόμους σούς τον ποΧνζηΧον πόσιν ήξειν φανέντα συν κράτει νικηφόρφ.
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And to his children severally assigned Their heritage of lands; and fixed a date,
Saying that when a year and three full moons Had passed since he departed from his home,
He needs must die, or, if he then survived,
Live ever after an untroubled life;
So by the mouth of the two priestly Doves1 Dodona’s sacred oak had once declared.
And now, this very day, the hour has struck For confirmation of the prophecy.
Thus from sweet slumber, friends, ye see me start With terror at the thought of widowed days,
If he, the noblest of all men, were gone.
CHORUS
Hush ! no ill-omened words ! I see approaching A messenger, bay-wreathed—he brings good news. Enter messenger.
MESSENGER
Queen Deianira, let me be the first To rid thee of thy fears. Be well assured Alcmena’s son is living; o’er his foes Victorious he is bringing home the spoils,
To offer firstfruits to his country’s gods.
DEIANIRA
Old man, what dost thou tell me ?
MESSENGER
That anon
Thou shalt behold in presence, at thy gate, Illustrious, crowned with victory, thy lord.
1 The Peleads were the priestesses of Dodona who interpreted the rustling of the oak or the cooing of the sacred doves and their name in folk etymology was identified with pdeiaiy doves.
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ΔΗΪΑΝΕΙΡΑ
καὶ του τ68' αστών ἢ ξένων μαθων λἐγεις; ΑΓΓΕΛ02
ἐν βουθερεῖ λειμῶνι πρὸς πολλοὺς θροεῖ Λίχας ὁ κῆρυξ ταῦτα· τοῦδ’ ἐγὼ κλύω ν ἀπἣξ’, ὅπως τοι πρώτος ἀγγείλας τάδε προς σοῦ τι κερδάναιμι καὶ κτᾤμην χάριν. ΔΗΪΑΝΕΙΡΑ
αντος δὲ πώς ἄπεστιν, εἴπερ εὐτυχεῖ; ΑΓΓΕΛΟΙ
οὐκ βυμαρεία χρώμβνος πολλῇ, γύναι. κύκΧψ yap αυτόν Μηλιεὺς ἄπας λεὼς κρίνει παραστὰς, οὐδ’ ἔχει βῆναι πρόσω· τὺ γὰρ ποθούν ἕκαστος ἐκμαθεῖν1 θέΧων οὐκ ἄν μεθεῖτο, πρὶν καθ’ ἡδονὴν κλύειν. ούτως ἐκεῖνος οὐν ἑκὼν, ἑκοῦσι δὲ ξύνεστιν οψβι 8 αυτόν αύτίκ έμφανη. ΔΗΪΑΝΕΙΡΑ
ὼ Ζεῦ, τον O ἴτης ατομον ος λειμών’ ἔχεις, ἔδωκας ἡμῖν ἀλλὰ σὺν χρονω χαράν, φωνησατ, ω γυναῖκες, αι τ’ εἴσω στἑγης αἶ τ’ ἐκτὸς αὐλῆς, ως αβΧπτον ὄμμ’ ἐμοὶ φήμης άνασγρν τῆσδε νῦν καρπούμβθα.
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ἀνολολυξάτω 2 δὁμοις ἐφεστιοις άXaXayaΐς ἁ 3 μελλόνυμφος, ἐν δὲ κοινὸς άρσένων ἴτω κλαγγὰ τον ενφαρέτραν Ἀπόλλω προσταταν ὁμοῦ δὲ
1	Μ. L. Carle’s ἐκπλῆσαι is the likeliest emendation of a probably corrupt line.
2	ἀιΜλολόξατε MSS., Burges corn 3 ό MSS., Erfurdt corr.
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DEIANIRA
Some stranger or a native told thee this ?
MESSENGER
The herald Lichas is proclaiming it There in the summer pastures to the crowd. From him I heard, and sped to be the first To bring the news and win reward and thanks.
DEIANIRA
If such liis news, why comes he not himself?
MESSENGER
That were no light task; all our Malian folk Cluster around him, hem him on all sides,
Ply him with questions, one and all intent To hear his news; he cannot stir a step,
Midst willing hosts a most unwilling guest,
Till all their eagerness is satisfied.
But thou shalt see him face to face anon.
DEIANIRA
Lord of the unshorn meads of Oeta, Zeus, Though long delayed, thou giv’st me joy at last. Women within, and ye without the gates,
Uplift your voices, hail the new-born light That dawns to glad me when all hope had fled.
CHORUS
Maidens, let your joyous shout Of triumph from the hearth ring out,
Swell the quire of men who raise Their paean to Apollo’s praise.
Sing, man and maid,
Phoebus our aid,
Lord of the quiver,
Strong to deliver !
VOL ιτ.
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παιάνα παιάν ἀνἀγετ’, ω παρθένοι,
βοάτε τὰν όμόσπορον
Ἀρτεμιν Όρτυγίαν
ελαφαβόλον άμφίπνρον,
γείτονας τε Νὑμφας.
άείρομαι οὐδ* άπώσομαι
τον αυλόν, ὦ τύραννε τᾶς ἐμᾶς φρενὁς.
ἰδού μ’ άναταράσσει,
εὐοῖ μ’,
ὁ κισσός άρτι βακχίαν ύποστρέφων άμιλλαν. Ιώ ιώ Παιὰν, ιδ’, ὦ φίλα γύναι, τάδ’ άντίπρψρα δή σοι βλέπειν πάρεστ εναργή.
ΔΗΪΑΝΕΙΡΑ
ὁρῶ, φίλαι γυναίκες, οὐδὲ μ’ 6μ ματ ος φρουράν παρήλθε, τονΒε μὴ λεύσσειν στόλον* γαίρειν δὲ τον κήρυκα προυννέπω, χρόνφ πολλῷ φανέντα, γ άρτον ει τι και φέρεις.
ΛΙΧΑ2
ἀλλ’ εὖ μὲν ΐγμεθ\ ει δὲ προσφωνούμεθα,
7ύναι, κατ έργου κτήσιν· άνΒρα γάρ καλώς πράσσοντ ανάγκη γρηστά κερΒαίνειν έπη.
ΔΗΪΑΝΕΙΡΑ
ὦ φίλτατ ἀνδρῶν, πρώθ' α πρώτα βουλομαι ΒίΒαξον, ει ζώνθ' r Ηρακλή προσΒεξομαι.
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Hymn his sister, maid and man,
Artemis Ortygian.
Slayer of deer,
With fiery brand In either hand,
O goddess, hear!
Hymn ye the nymphs too, her attendant band. My spirit spurns the ground;
Bid the shrill fife outsound,
My sovereign I obey.
Evoe!
The thyrsus, see,
Calls me ; I must away To join the Bacchic rout,
With Maenads dance and shout,
Once more the paean raise;
For, lady, here,
In presence clear,
My joy takes shape and stands before thy gaze.
DEIANIRA
Kind friends, I see, nor have my wistful eyes Failed to perceive this company’s approach—
Hail to thee, herald, if indeed thou bring’st News that will gladden me, though long delayed.
Enter lichas with captive women.
lichas
Yea, lady, glad is our return and glad Thy greeting, as befits the deed achieved.
He who speeds well a welcome fair deserves.
DEIANIRA
First tell me what I first would learn, best friend, Shall 1 embrace my Heracles alive ?
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ΛΙΧΑ2
ἔχω γε τοι σφ’ ἔλειπον ίσχύοντά τε καὶ ζώντα καλ θάλλοντα κοὐ νὁσῳ βαρύν. ΔΗΙΑΝΕΤΡΑ
ποῦ γης; πατρᾤας εἴτε βαρβάρου; Χέγε.
ΛΙΧΑ5
ἀκτή τις ἔστ’ Εὺβοιίς, ἔνθ’ ορίζεται, βωμούς τίλη τ’ ἔγκαρπα Κηναίῳ Διί.
ΔΗΪΑΝΕΙΡΑ
εύκταιη φαίνων ἢ ἀπὸ μαντείας τινος;
ΛΙΧΑ3
ευχαις δθ’ ῄρει τῶνὃ’ άνάστατον δορϊ	240
χωράν γυναικών ων ορας εν ομμασιν.
ΔΗΪΑΝΕΙΡΑ
αύται δέ προς θεών, τοῦ ποτ’ εἰσὶ καὶ τινες; οίκτραϊ γάρ, εἰ μὴ ξυμφοραϊ κΧέπτουσί με.
ΛΙΧΑ2
ταύτας εκείνος Eύρύτου πέρσας πόλιν εξείΧεθ* αύτφ κτῆμα καὶ θεοῖς κριτόν.
ΔΗΪΑΝΕΙΡΑ
ἦ κἀπὶ ταύτῃ τῇ πόλει τον ασκοττον χρόνον βεβώς ἦν ημερών άνηριθμον;
ΛΙΧΑ5
οΰκ, ἀλλὰ τον μεν ττΧεΐστον εν Λυδοῖς χρόνον κατείχεθ\ ως φησ’ αυτός, οὐκ ἐλεύθερος, ἀλλ’ εμπόληθείς· τού Χόγου δ* οὐ χρὴ φθόνον, 250 γυναι, ττροσείναι, Ζεὺς ὅτου πράκτωρ φανῇ. κείνος δὲ πραθεὶς Ὀμφάλῃ τῇ βαρβάρω ενιαυτόν εξέττΧησεν, ως αυτός λἐγει.
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LICHAS
Surely ; I left him both alive and hale,
In lusty strength and sound in every limb.
DEIANIRA
Where ? upon Greek soil, tell me, or abroad ?
LICHAS
Upon a headland in Euboea, where He marks out altars to Cenaean Zeus,
And dedicates the fertile lands around.
DEIANIRA
In payment of some former vow, or warned By oracles ?
LICHAS
’Tis for a vow he made When he went forth to conquer and despoil Oechalia of these women whom thou see’st.
DEIANIRA
O tell me who these captives are and whose ;
So piteous, to judge them by their plight.
LICHAS
He chose them for himself and for the gods,
When he had sacked the town of Eurytus.
DEIANIRA
Was it to take that city he delayed All those interminable, countless days ?
LICHAS
Not so ; that time he mostly was detained In Lydia ; by his own account, not free,
But sold in bondage ; nor shouldst thou resent A tale of outrage, when the doer is Zeus.
Thus he fulfilled (these were his very words)
A year of servitude to Omphal£,
The barbarous queen. So grievous was the sting
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^οὑτως ἐδήχθη τοῦτο τοὑνειδος Χαβών ωσθ* ὅρκον αυτφ προσβαΧών διώμοσεν, ἦ μὴν τον άηγμστήρα τοῦδε τοῦ πάθους ξὺν παιδὶ και γυναικὶ δουλὥσειν ἔτι. κοὐχ ἡλίωσε τοὑπος, ἀλλ’ ὅθ’ άyvός ἦν, στρατόν Χαβων ἐπακτὺν ἔρχεται πόλιν τὴν Εὐρυτείαν. τὁνδε γὰρ μεταίτιον μόνον βροτών έφασκε τ οὐδ* εἶναι πάθους· ος αὐτὸν εΧθόντ ἐς δόμους ἐφέστιον, ξένον παλαιόν ὄντα, πολλὰ μὲν λἀγ0*? ἐπερρὁθησε, πολλὰ δ’ άτηρα φρενί, λἐγων χεροῖν μὲν ὡς αφυκτ ἔχων βἐλη τῶν ών τέκνων λείποιτο πρὸς τόξου κρίσιν, φωνεϊ δὲ δοῦλος ἀνδρὸς ως ελεύθερου ραίοιτο· δεί7τνοις δ’ ἡνίκ’ ἦν ωνωμένος, ἔρρόψεν ἐκτὸς αυτόν. ών ἔχων χόλον, ως ίκετ’ αὖθις Τφιτος Τιρυνθίαν ττ ρος κλιτύν, ίππους νομάδας εξιχνοσ κοπών, τ οτ’ ἄλλοσ’ αυτόν ὄμμα, θατέρα οὲ νοῦν ἔχον τ’, ἀπ’ άκρας ἦκε πυpyώδoυς πλακὸς, ἔργου δ’ ἕκατι τοῦδε μηνίσας ἄναξ ὁ τῶν απάντων Ζεὺς πατήρ Ὀλύμπιος πρατόν νιν εξέπεμψεν οὐδ’ ήνέσχετο, όσούνεκ αυτόν μουνον ανθρώπων δόΧω εκτεινεν εἰ γὰρ ἐμφανῶς ἡμὑνατο,
Ζεὺς τὰν συνέηνω ξὺν δίκη χειρουμένῳ* ΰβριν yap ου στέρηουσιν οὐδὲ δαίμονες, κείνοι δ’ ύπεργΧίοντες ἐκ γλώσσης κακής αυτοί μὲνἈιοου Πάντες εἴσ’ οἰκήτορες, πόλις δὲ δούλη* τάσδε δ’ ὅσπερ είσορας ἐξ όΧβίων άζηΧον ευρούσαι βίον χωροΰσι προς σέ· ταῦτα γὰρ πόσις τε σὸς
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Of his reproach, that by a mighty oath He swore one day to enslave with wife and child The author of this foul calamity.
Nor vain that vow. No sooner was he purged,
Than he enlisted straight an alien host,
And marched against the city of Eurytus ;
For Eurytus alone of men he deemed The guilty cause, who when he came a guest To one by ties of ancient friendship bound,
With many a bitter taunt and bitter spite Assailed him, saying, “ Thou indeed hast shafts Unerring, yet in feats of archery My sons surpass thee,” or again he’d cry,
“ Out on thee, slave, a freeman’s down-trod thrall.” Once at a banquet too he cast him forth When he was in his cups. Whereat incensed, Encountering Iphitus upon the hill Of Tiryns in pursuit of his strayed mares,
As the youth stood at gaze, his wits afield,
He hurled him from the craggy battlements.
That deed of violence provoked our King,
The sire of all, Olympian Zeus, who drave him Forth to be sold, and spared him not, because That once (his sole offence) he slew a foe By treachery; had he slain him in fair fight,
Zeus had approved his righteous wrath, for gods No more than men can suffer insolence.
So all those braggarts of outrageous tongue Lie low in Hades and their town’s enslaved,
And these, the women whom thou seeest, fallen To abject misery from their high estate,
Are to thy hands delivered. Thus my lord
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ἐφεῖτ’, ἐγὼ δὲ πιστὸς ων κείνῳ τελώ. αυτόν δ’ ἐκεῖνον, evr &ν ay να θύματα ρέξι7 πατρωφ Ζηνϊ τῆς ἁλώσβως, φρονεί νιν ώς ἦξοντα· τούτο yap \6yov πολλοῦ καλώς Χβχθέντος ἦδιστον κλύειν. 290 Χ0Ρ05
άνασσα, νῦν σοι τἐρῆης ἐμφανὴς κυρεῖ, των μὲν παρόντων, τὰ δὲ πεπυσμἐνῃ λἀγῳ.
ΔΗΪΑΝΕΙΡΑ
πώς δ’ οὐκ ἐγὼ χαίροιμ αν, άνύρος ευτυχή
κΧυουσα πρᾶξιν τήνδε, πανδίκῳ φρενί;
πολλή ’στ’ ἀνάγκη τῇδε τοῦτο συντρέχειν.
ὅμως δ’ ἕνεστι τοῖσιν εὖ σκοπουμἐνοις
ταρβεΐν τον εὖ πράσσοντα, μὴ σφαλῇ ποτε.
ἐμοὶ γδη οίκτος δεινὸς εἰσέβη, φίλαι,
ταύτας όρώστ) Βυσπότμους ἐπὶ ξἐνης
χώρας άοίκους άπάτοράς τ άΧωμένας,	300
αἳ πρὶν μὲν ἦσαν ἐξ ελεύθερων ἴσως
ἀνδρῶν, τανῦν δὲ δοῦλον ϊσχουσιν βίον.
ω Ζεῦ τροπαίε, μή ποτ’ εἰσίοοιμί σε
πρὸς τ θύμον οὔτω σπέρμα χωρησαν τα ποι,
μηδ’, εἴ τι δράσεις, τῆσδέ γε ζώσης ἔτι.
οὔτως ἐγὼ δέδοικα τάσδ’ ο ρω μόνη.
& δυστάλαινα, τίς ποτ’ εἶ νεανίδων; ἄνανδρος ἢ τεκνοῦσσα1; πρὸς μὲν γἀγ φνσιν πάντων άπειρος τῶνδε, γενναία δὲ τις.
Αίχα, τινος ποτ ἐστὶν ἡ ξἐνη β ροτών; τις ἡ Τ€Κθΰσα, τις δ’ ὁ φιτύσας πατήρ; ἔξειπ’· ἐπεί νιν τῶνδε πλεῖστον ωκτισα βΧέπουσ\ οσωπερ καί φρονβΐν οἶδεν μόνη. 310
1 τ ««ουσα MSS., Brunck corn
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Charged me, and I, his liegeman true, obey.
Doubt not himself, so soon as he has paid
Due sacrifices for his victory
To Zeus his sire, will presently be here.
This crowns and consummates my happy tale. %
CHORUS
Now, lady, is thy joy assured, in part Present, with promise sure for what remains.
DEIANIRA
Hearing these happy tidings of my lord How can I but rejoice, as it is meet,
For our two fortunes run in parallels.
Yet one who thinks on change and chance must dread Lest such success be prelude to a fall.
And a strange pity hath come o’er me, friends,
At sight of these poor wretches, motherless, Fatherless, homeless, in an alien land,
Daughters, it well may be, of free-born sires,
And now condemned to live the life of slaves.
Never, O Zeus who tum’st the tide of war,
Never may I behold a child of mine Thus visited, or if such lot must be,
May it not fall while Deianira lives.
Such dread, as I behold these maids, is mine.
(To iole)
Say, who art thou, most miserable girl,
Mother or maid ? To judge thee by thy looks Thou hast full warrant of virginity,
Yea and of high birth. Lichas, who is she ?
Who was her father, and her mother ? Speak.
Her most of all I pity, for she shows Alone the sense of her calamity.
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ΛΙΧΑ2
τί δ’ οἶδ’ ἐγώ, τί δ’ ἄν με καὶ κρίνοις; ἴσως γέννημα των ἐκεῖθεν οὐκ ἐν ὑστάτοις. ΔΗΪΑΝΕΙΡΑ
μὴ των τυράννων; Εὐρύτου σπορά τις ἦν; ΛΙΧΑ2
οὐκ οἷδα* καὶ γὰρ οὐδ’ άνιστορουν μακράν. ΔΗΪΑΝΕΙΡΑ
οὐδ’ ονομα προς του των ξυνεμπόρων ἔχεις; Λ1ΧΑ2
ήκιστα* σιγῇ τοὐμὸν ἔργον ηνυτον,
ΔΗΪΑΝΕΙΡΑ
εἵπ’, ώ τάλαιν’, ἀλλ’ ἡμὶν ἐκ σαυτῆς, ἐπεὶ καὶ ξυμφορά τοι μὴ εἰδἐναι σέ γ ἦτις ει. ΛΙΧΑ5
οὑ τἄρα τῷ γε πρόσθεν οὐδὲν ἐξ ἴσου χρόνψ διήσει1 γλώσσαν, ἦτις οὐδαμὰ προυφηνεν ούτε μείζον’ ουτ ελασσόνα, ἀλλ’ αἰὲν ώδίνουσα συμφοράς βάρος δακρυρροβι δύστηνος, ἐξ ὅτου πάτραν διήνεμον λἐλοιπεν ἡ δὲ τοι τύ^/; κακὴ μὲν αὐτῇ γ, ἀλλὰ συγγνώμην ἔχει. ΔΗΪΑΝΕΙΡΑ
ἡ δ’ οὖν έάσθω, και πορβυέσθω στέγας οὕτως ὅπως ἦδιστα, μηδὲ πρὸς κακοῖς τοῖς οὖσιν ἄλλην2 πρός γ* ἐμοῦ Χύπην Χάβτρ άλις yap ἡ παρούσα. πρὸς δὲ δώματα χωρώμεν ἤδη Πάντες, ως σύ θ’ οἷ θἐλεις σπεύδῃς, ἐγώ τε τάνδον έξαρκή τιθώ.
1	διοίσει MSS., Wakefield corr.
2	οίσι λόπην MSS., F. W. Schmidt corr.
3	λάβοι MSS., Blaydes corr.
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LICHAS
How should I know? Why question me ? Perchance She was of noblest lineage in that land.	#
DEIANIRA
What, of their kings ? Had Eurytus a daughter ?
LICHAS
I know not, did not question her at length.
DEIANIRA
Did’st thou not even learn her name from one Of her companions ?
I.1CHAS
No, I had my work To do, and had no time for questioning.
DEIANIRA
Then speak to me and tell me who thou art,
Poor maid ; it grieves me truly not to know.
LICHAS
Well, if she opens now her lips, ’twill be Unlike her former self, for hitherto She hath not uttered word or syllable;
But still in travail with her heavy grief
She weeps and stays not weeping since she left
Her wind-swept home. ’Tis sad and ill farther,
This melancholy, yet ’tis natural.
DEIANIRA
Leave her in peace and let her pass within,
As is her humour. Heaven forbid that I Should add another to her present pains,
Enough God knows. Now let us all go in,
That thou may’st start at once upon thy way.
And I make all things ready in the house.
\Exeunt lichas and captives.
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ΑΓΓΕΛΟΙ
αὐτοῦ γε πρώτον βαιόν ἀμμείνασ’, ὅπως μάθης ἄνευ τωνδ\ οὕστινάς τ’ ἀγεις ἔσω, ών τ’ οὐδὲν εἰσήκουσας έκμάθης α δεῖ· τούτων ἔχω γὰρ πάντ’ επιστήμην eyw. ΔΗΪΑΝΕΙΡΑ
τί δ’ ἐστί; τοῦ με τήνδ’ ἐφίστασαι βάσιν; ΑΓΓΕΛΟΙ
σταθέίσ ακονσον και yap οὐδὲ τον πάρος μύθον μάτην ήκονσας, οὐδὲ νῦν δοκὼ. ΔΗΪΑΝΕΙΡΑ
πότερον εκείνους δῆτα δεῦρ* αὖθις πάλιν καλῶμεν, ἣ ’μοι ταῖσδέ τ’ ἐξειπεῖν θέλεις; ΑΓΓΕΛΟΙ
σοι ταῖσδἐ τ’ οὐδὲν εἵργεται, τούτους δ’ ἔα. ΔΗΪΑΝΕΙΡΑ
καὶ δὴ βεβάσι, γω λἀγος σημαινἐτω. ΑΓΓΕΛΟΙ
ἀνὴρ ὅδ’ οὐδὲν ών ἔλεξεν ἀρτίως ή>ωνέί δίκης ἐς ορθόν, ἀλλ* ἣ νῦν κακός η προσ θεν ου δίκαιος ayyέλος παρήν. ΔΗΪΑΝΕΙΡΑ
τί φής; σαφώς μοι φράζε παν όσον νεοῖς· α μὲν γὰρ ἐξείρηκας ayvoia μ ἔχει.
ΑΓΓΕΛΟΙ
τούτου λἐγοντος τ ἀνδρὸς εἰσήκουσ’ ἐγώ, πολλών παρόντων μαρτύρων, ώς τῆς κόρης ταύτης ἕκατι κεῖνος Εὑρυτὁν θ’ ἕλοι τήν θ’ vyfrfcvpyov Οἐχαλίαν, Ἕρως δὲ νιν μόνος θεῶν θέλξειεν αιχμάσαι τάδε,
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MESSENGER
So be it, but first tarry here awhile
That thou may’st learn in private who are these
vVhom thou dost welcome ’neath thy roof, and hear
Matters of import still untold, whereof
I have full cognisance.
DEIANIRA
What meanest thou ?
Why dost thou bid me pause and stay my steps ?
MESSENGER
Attend and listen. As my former news Was worth the hearing, so methinks is this.
DEIANIRA
Say, shall I call the others back to hear,
Or wouldst thou speak with me and these alone ?
MESSENGER
With thee and these ; the rest are well away.
DEIANIRA
See, they are gone ; proceed then with thy tale.
MESSENGER
Yon fellow spake not the straightforward truth In aught he told thee ; either now he’s false,
Or else before was no true messenger.
DEIANIRA
How say’st thou ? Tell me clearly all thy mind. These covert hints I cannot understand.
MESSENGER
’Twas for this maiden’s sake (I heard the man,
And many witnesses were by, declare it)
That Heracles laid prostrate in the dust Oechalia’s battlements and Eurytus.
Love was his leader, love alone inspired This doughty deed, not his base servitude
285
Digitized by Google
ΤΡΑΧΙΝΙΑΙ
οὐ τἀπὶ Λυδοῖς οὐδ’ υπ’ Ὀμφάλῃ πόνων Χατρεύματ οὐδ’ ὁ ριπτός ’Ιφιτου μόρος· ον νῦν παρώσας οντος ἔμπαλιν λέγει. ἀλλ’ ἡνίκ’ οὐκ ἔπειθε τὸν φυτοσπόρον την παιδα δούναι, κρύφιου ως εχρι λἐχος, ἔγκλημα μικρόν αιτίαν ff ετοιμασας επιστρατεύει πατρίδα την ταύτης, εν ἦ τον Εὕρυτον τόνδ εἶπε δεσπόζειν θρόνων, κτείνει τ άνακτα πατέρα τῆσδε καὶ πόλιν ἔπερσε. καὶ νυν, ως όρας, ήκει δόμους ως τούσδε πεμπων ούκ ἀφροντίστως, γύναι, οὐδ’ ὧστε δούλη ν μηδὲ προσδόκα τόδε· οὐδ’ εΐκός, εἴπερ εντεθερμΛνται πόθφ. εδοξεν οὖν μοι πρὸς σὲ δηΧώσαι τὺ πᾶν, δεσποιν, δ τοῦδε τυγχάνω μαθων πάρα. καὶ ταῦτα πολλοὶ πρὸς μέση Τραχινίων αγορά συνεξηκουον ωσαύτως εμοί, ωστ εξεΧέγχειν ει δὲ μὴ λἐγω φίλα, οὐχ ήδομαι, το δ’ ὸρθὺν ἐξείρηχ’ ὅμως.
ΔΗΪΑΝΕΙΡΑ
οἵμοι τάλαινα, ποῦ ποτ’ ει μι πράγματος; τίν είσδέδεγμαι πημονὴ ν υπόστεγου Χαθραιον; ω δύστηνος· ὰρ’ ανώνυμος πέφυκεν, ώσπερ ουπάγων διώμνυτο;
ΑΓΓΕΛΟΙ
ἦ κάρτα Χαμπρά καί κατ όνομα καλ φύσιν, πατρός μεν ουσα γενεσιν Εὐρύτου ποτὲ ’Ιόλη ’καλεῖτο, της εκείνος ούδαμα βλάστας εφώνει, δήθεν οὐδὲν Ιστορων.
XOPOS
δΧοιντο — μη τι Πάντες οἱ κακοί, τὰ δὲ Χαθραΐ ος ασκεί μη πρέπουτ αὐτῷ κακά.
360
370
330
Digitized by Google
TRACHINIAE
As bondsman under Lydian Omphate,
Nor ruth for Iphitus hurled headlong down,
As Lichas feigned, who shrank to tell of love.
So, when he failed to win her sire’s consent To give the maiden for his paramour,
Picking some petty cause of quarrel, he Made war upon her land (the land in which Eurytus, as the herald said, was King)
And slew the prince her sire and sacked the town. Now, as thou see’st, he comes* and sends before him The maiden, with set purpose, to his house;
Not as a slave—how could he so intend,
Seeing his heart is kindled with love’s fire ?
So I determined, Queen, to tell thee all I had heard from Lichas ; many heard it too Who stood with me in the Trachinean mote,
And can convict him. If my words give pain,
It grieves me, but, alas, they are too true.
DEIANIRA
Ah me unhappy ! in what plight I stand !
What bane have I received beneath my roof, Unwitting, for my ruin ! Is she then A nameless maid, as he who brought her sware ?
MESSENGER
Nay, she hath name and fame, a princess born,
Ιοίό, daughter of-King Eurytus ;
This girl whose parents Lichas could not tell, Because, forsooth, lie had not questioned her.
CHORUS
A curse on evil doers, most on him Who by deceit worketh iniquity !
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ΔΗΪΑΝΕΙΡΑ
τί χρὴ ποεῖν, γυναῖκες; ώς ἐγὼ λἀγοις τοῖς νῦν παρονσιν ἐκπεπληγμένη κνρω. Χ0Ρ02
πεύθου μόλοΰσα τάνδρός, ώς τά%’ Αν σαφή λέξειεν, εἴ νιν πρὸς βίαν κρίνειν θέλοις·
ΔΗΪΑΝΕΙΡΑ
ἀλλ’ εἶμι* καὶ γὰρ οὐκ ἀπὸ γνώμης λέγεις. ΑΓΓΕΛΟΙ
ἡμεῖς δὲ προσ μένω μεν; ἣ τί χρὶ; ποεῖν; ΔΗΪΑΝΕΙΡΑ
μίμν, ώς ὅδ’ ἀνὴρ οὐκ ἐμων υπ’ αγγέλων, ἀλλ* αυτόκλητος ἐκ δόμων πορεύεται.
ΛΙΧΑ2
τί χρή, γύναι, μολόντα μ Ἠρακλεῖ λέγειν; δίδαξον, ως ερποντος, ώς ὁρᾴ?,1 ἐμοῦ.
ΔΗΪΑΝΕΙΡΑ
ώς ἐκ ταχείας συν χρόνφ βραδεΐ μόλων ἄσσεις, πρὶν ἡμᾶς κάννεώσασθαι λόγους. ΛΙΧΑ5
ἀλλ’ εἴ τι χρῄζεις ίστορεϊν, πάρειμ ἐγώ. ΔΗΪΑΝΕΙΡΑ
ἦ καὶ τὺ πιστόν της αλήθειας νέμεις;
ΛΙΧΑ2
ἴστω μέγας Ζεὺς, ὦν γ’ ἀπ ἐξειδὼς κνρω.
ΔΗΪΑΝΕΙΡΑ
τίς ἡ δῆπ’ ἐὰτ^ ἢν ἧςε/ς άγων;
ΛΙΧΑ2
Εὐβοιίς· ὧν δ’ εβλαστεν ου κ ἔχω λέγειν.
1 είσορδς MSS., WakeHeld corr
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DEIANIRA
My friends, what shall I do ? this latest news Bewilders me.
MESSENGER
Go in and question Lichas; Perchance, if pressed, he’ll tell thee all the truth.
DEIANIRA
There’s reason in thy counsel; I will go.
MESSENGER
And I—shall I remain, or what would’st thou That I should do ?
DEIANIRA
Remain, for here he comes Without my summons, of his own accord.
Re-enter lichas.
lichas
Lady, what message shall I bear my lord ?
Instruct me ; I am starting, as thou see’st.
DEIANIRA
Thou cam’st at leisure, but dost part in haste,
And hast no time for further talk with me.
LICHAS
If thou wouldst question me, I wait thy pleasure.
DEIANIRA
Say, dost thou reverence the honest truth ?
LICHAS
So help me Zeus, I’ll speak what truth I know.
DEIANIRA
Who is this woman then whom thou hast brought ?
LICHAS
Euboean; of her parents I know naught.
VOL. II.
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ΑΓΤΈΛ02
οντος, β\έή> ώδε* πρὸς τίν iweireiv δοκεῖς; Λ1ΧΑ2
σὺ δ’ εἰς τί δή με τοῦτ* ερωτησας ἔχεις; ΑΓΓΕΛ02
τολμησον εἰπεῖν, εἰ φρονείς, ὅ σ’ ιστορώ. ΛΙΧΑ5
πρὸς τὴν κρατούσαν Δηάνειραν, Οἰνέως κόρην δάμαρτά θ’ Ἠρακλἑους, εἰ μὴ κυρώ λεύσσων μάταια, δεσπὸτιν τε τὴν ἐμήν. ΑΓΓΕΛ02
τοῦτ’ αὑτ’ ἔχρῃζον, τοῦτο σου μαθεῖν λἀγεις δέσποιναν εἶναι τήνδε σήν;
ΛΙΧΑ5
δίκαια yap.
ΑΓΓΕΛ02
τί δῆτα; ποιαν ἀξιοῖς δούναι δίκην, ἣν εὺρεθῇς ἐς τήνδε μὴ δίκαιος ων;
ΛΙΧΑ2
πώς μὴ δίκαιος; τί ποτε ποικίΧας ἔχεις; ΑΓΓΕΛΟΙ
οὐδὲν· σὺ μέντοι κάρτα τούτο δρών κυρεΐς· ΛΙΧΑ2
ἄπειμι· μωρός δ’ ἦ πάλαι κλύω ν σέθεν. ΑΓΓΕΛ05
ου, πρίν γ’ ἀν εἴπῃς ιστορούμενος βραχύ. ΛΙΧΑ2
λέγ’> εἴ τι χρῄξεις· καὶ γὰρ οὐ σιγηλὸς εἶ. ΑΓΓΕΛΟΙ
τὴν αιχμάλωτον, ἢν ἔπεμῆτας ἐς δόμους, κάτοισθα δήπου;
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MESSENGER
Hark, sirrah, look me in the face : dost know To whom thou speakest ?
LICHAS
Who art thou to ask me ?
MESSENGER
Be pleased to answer, if thou hast the wit.
LICHA8
To my most gracious mistress whom 1 serve, Daughter of Oeneus, spouse of Heracles,
Deianira, if I be not blind.
MES8ENGER
My question’s answered to the point. Thou sayest She is thy sovereign.
LICHA8
Whom 1 am bound to serve.
MES8ENGER
Then tell me what should be thy punishment,
If in thy duty thou art proved to fail.
LICHA8
Fail in my duty ? What dark riddle is this ?
ME88ENGER
My words are plain, the riddling speech is thine.
LICHAS
I go ; I was a fool to stay for thee.
ME88ENGER
Depart, but answer one brief question first.
LICHA8
Ask what thou wilt; thou hast a wagging tongue.
MESSENGER
That captive whom thou broughtest here—thou know’st
The maid 1 mean ?
2QI
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ΛΙΧΑ2
φημί* πρὸς τί δ’ ἱστορεῖς; ΛΓΓΕΛ05
οὔκουν σὺ ταυ την, ἢν ὺπ’ ἀγνοίας ὁρᾴς, Ίόλην ἔφασκες Εὐρύτου σπορὰς ἄγειν;
*	ΛΙΧΑ2
ποίοις ἐν άνθ ρώποισι; τις ποθεν μολὼν σοι μαρτυρήσει ταῦτ’ ἐμοῦ κλύειν πάρα;1 ΑΓΓΕΛΟΙ
πολλοῖσιν αστών εν μέση Τραχινίων ay ο ρα πολὺς σου ταῦτα γ’ είσηκουσ ὄχλος.
ΛΙΧΑ2
κλύειν γ’ εφασκον ταύτο δ’ οὐχἀ yίyvετaι δὁκησιν είπειν κάξακριβώσαι λἀγον.
ΑΓΓΕΛ02
ποιαν δόκησιν; ου κ ἐπώμοτος λέγω ν δάμαρτ’ ἔφασκες Ἠρακλεῖ ταύτην άηειν; ΛΙΧΑ2
ἐγὼ δάμαρτα; πρὸς θεών, φράσον, φίλη δέσποινα, τόνδε τις ποτ ἐστὶν ὁ ξἐνος. ΑΓΓΕΛΟΙ
ος σοῦ παρών ήκουσεν, ως τ αυτής ποθώ πόλις δαμειη πάσα, κουχ ἡ Λυδία πέρσειεν αυτήν, ἀλλ* ὁ τῆσδ ἔρως φανείς* Λ1ΧΑ2
άνθρωπος, ω δεσποιν, άποστητω· το yap νοσοϋντι ληρεῖν άνδρος οὐχὶ σώφρονος. ΔΗΪΑΝΕΙΡΑ
μή, πρός σε τοῦ κατ’ ἄκρον Οἰταῖον νάπος Διὸς καταστράπτοντος, ἐκκλέψῃς λἀγον.
1 παρών MSS., Bothe corr.
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LICHAS
l know, and what of her ?
MESSENGER
Said’st thou not she thou scarce dost know by sight Was ΙοΙέ, the child of Eurytus ?
LICHAS
To whom and when ? What witness canst thou bring To vouch for hearing such a tale from me ?
MESSENGER
Scores of our townsfolk—all the multitude That heard thee at the great Trachinean mote.
LICHAS
They may have said so, but the vulgar bruit Of mere surmise is not strict evidence.
MESSENGER
e Surmise/ quotha ! Did’st thou not say on oath, f I am bringing home a bride for Heracles ’ ?
LICHAS
( Bringing a bride ? * Dear lady, tell me, pray,
Who is this stranger ?
MESSENGER
One who heard thy tale How a whole city fell for love of her,
That ’twas the passion kindled by her eyes,
And not the Lydian queen who sacked the town.
LICHAS
Send him away, good lady ; ’tis not wise To bandy folly with a brain-sick fool.
DEIANIRA
Nay, by the god, I pray, who hurls his bolts On Oeta’s wooded heights, hold nothing back;
?93
Digitized by Google
ΤΡΑΧΙΝΙΑΙ
οὐ yap ywaucl τοὺς λἀγους ἐρεῖς κακῇ οὐδ’ ητις ου κάτοιδε τἀνθρώπων, ὅτι χαίρειν πέφυκεν οὐχὶ τοῖς αὑτοῖς ἀεί.
Ἕρωτι μὲν νυν ὅστις άντανίσταται Πύκτης ὅπως ἐς χεῖρας, οὐ καλῶς φρονεί· οντος yap άρχει και θεών ὅπως θέλει, κ α μου γε* πῶς δ’ οὐ χάτέρας οϊας y εμού; ωστ ει τι τωμψ τ ανόρι τήοε τῇ νοσῳ ληφθέντι μεμπτός εἰμι, κάρτα μαίνομαι, ἡ τῇδε τῇ yvvanci τῇ μεταιτία του μηδὲν αισχρού μηδ’ ἐμοὶ κακού τινος. ουκ εστι ταυτ · αλλ ει μεν εκ κείνου μασων ψενδει, μάθησιν ον καλὴ ν εκμανθάνεις. εἰ δ’ αντος αυτόν ὧδε παιδεύεις, ὅταν θέλῃς 7ενεσθαι χρηστός, όφθήσει κακός. ἀλλ’ εἰπὲ πᾶν τ αληθές· ως ελευθέρφ ψευδεΐ καλεῖσθαι κὴρ πρδσεστιν ου καλή, όπως δὲ λήσεις, οὐδὲ τοῦτο yίyvετaι· πολλοί yap οίς εϊρηκας, οι φράσουσ’ ἐμοί. κεἰ μὲν δέδοικας, ου καλώς ταρβεΐς, ἐπεὶ τὺ μὴ πυθέσθαι, τοῦτο μ άλyύvειεv αν το δ’ εἰδέναι τί δεινόν; ονχΐ χάτέρας πλείστας ἀνὴρ εἷς Ἠρακλῆς ἔχημε δή; κούπω τις αυτών εκ y εμού λόγον κακόν ήνεηκατ οὐδ’ όνειδος· ήδε τ’ οὐδ’ ἂν εἰ κάρτ εντακείη τῷ φιλεῖν, ἐπεί σφ’ ἐγὼ ωκτιρα δη μάλιστα προσβλέψασ\ ότι το κάλλος αυτής τον βίον διώλεσεν, καί yήv πατρωαν ούχ εκούσα δύσμο^ος επερσε κάδούλωσεν. ἀλλὰ ταῦτα μεν ρείτω κατ ονρον σοι δ’ ἐγὼ φράζω κακόν προς άλλον είναι, πρὸς δ’ ἔμ’ άψευδεΐν αειf
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To no ungenerous woman wilt thou speak,
But one that knows the inconstancy of men,
Who e’en in joys delight not in one kind.
The gamester who would pit himself ’gainst Love Is ill advised. Love rules at will the gods,
And me—why not then others weak as I ?
So were I mad indeed either to blame My husband stricken with love’s malady,
Or her the partner of his dalliance :
That brings to them no shame or wrong to me.
I have more sense. But if he taught thee thus To lie, the lesson thou hast learnt is base ;
Or if thy fraud is self-taught, thou art like To prove most cruel, meaning to be kind.
Nay, tell me the whole truth. The name of liar Is to the free-born man a deadly brand.
And think not that thy lying will not out,
For many heard thy tale and will inform me.
Art thou afraid of me ? Thy fears are vain.
’Twould vex me much not to be told the truth;
To know it hurts not. Hath not Heracles Had loves before (no mortal more than he)
And no one of them ever had harsh word Or taunt from me; nor shall this maid, howe’er She dotes, consumed with passion, on my lord.
Nay, my heart bled for pity seeing her Whose beauty was her bane ; poor innocent,
Who brought to wrack and bondage her own land. All that is past and over, let it sail Adown the stream of time. But O, be thou, Whate’^r thou art to others, true to me.
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πείθου λεγοὑσῃ χρηστά, κοὐ μεμ*γει χρόνψ yvvaiKi τῇδε κἀπ ἐμοῦ κτήσει χάριν.
ΛΙΧΑ2
ἀλλ*, ὦ φίλη δἐσποιν’, ἐπεί σε μανθάνω θνητην φρονούσαν θνητά κ ου κ ἀγνὡμονα, πᾶν σοι φράσω τἀληθὲς οὐδὲ κρνψομαι. ἔστιν γὰρ ούτως ὧσπερ οντος ἐννέπει. ταύτης ο δεινὸς ίμερός ττοθ’ Ἠρακλῆ διῆλθε, καὶ τῆσδ’ εΐνεχ ἡ ττοΧνφθορος καθηρέθη ττατρφος Οι^αΧία δὁρει. καὶ ταῦτα, δεῖ γὰρ καὶ τὺ πρὸς κείνον Xeyε^v, οὑτ’ εἶπε κρντττειν οντ άττηρνηθη ποτε, ἀλλ’ αὐτὸς, ὦ δέσποινα, Βειμαίνων το σον μη στερνόν α\ηύνοιμι τοῖσδε τοῖς λὁγοις, ημαρτον, ει τι τήνδ’ αμαρτίαν νέμεις. ἐπεί 7ε μὲν δὴ ττάντ εττίστασαι Xoyov, κείνον τε και σην ἐξ ἵσου κοινήν χάριν καί στέρεε την γυναῖκα καί βούΧον λόγους, οὺς εἶπας ἐ? τήνδ’, εμττέΒως είρηκέναι· ως τἄλλ’ εκείνος ττάντ άριστενων χεβοΐν τον τῆσδ’ έρωτος εις άττανθ’ ἢσσων εφυ.
ΔΗΪΑΝΕΙΡΑ
ἀλλ’ ὧδε καὶ φρονούμε ν ὧστε ταῦτα δρᾶν, κοντοί νόσον y εττακτόν εξαρονμεθα, θεοϊσι Βνσμαχονντες. ἀλλ’ εἴσω στέyης χωρωμεν, ως Xόyωv τ εττιστοΧάς φέρης, α τ αντί Βώρων Βώρα χρὴ ττροσαρμοσαι, και ταῦτ’ ἄγῃς* κενόν yap ον Βίκαιά σε χωρεϊν ττροσεΧθόνθ* ὧδε σὺν ττολλῷ στόΧφ.
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Heed her, she counsels well, and thou shalt win Her commendation soon, and thanks from me.
LICHAS
Nay, then, dear mistress, since I see ΐΐιοιι hast A human feeling for the infirmities Of poor humanity, I will tell thee all Frankly and fully. *Tis as this man saith ;
The overmastering passion that inspired The soul of Heracles was for this maid,
And for her sake he sacked Oechalia,
Her desolate home. This much in his defence I needs must add, he ne’er himself denied Nor bade me hide it from thee. It was I,
Fearing to wound thee, lady, I who sinned,
If such concealment should be deemed a sin.
Now, lady, that thou know’st the tale in full,
For both your sakes—thine own no less than his—
Suffer this maiden gladly, and abide
By the kind words thou spak’st concerning her.
For he who never yielded to a foe,
By her was vanquished and by love laid low.
DEIANIRA
This way my thoughts too, as thou bidst, inclined, Nor will I fondly aggravate my trouble By warring against Heaven. Let us indoors,
That thou may’st bear a message to my lord,
And, as a fit return for gifts received,
My gift withal. It were not meet that thou Should’st leave me empty-handed, having come Accompanied by such a goodly train.
[.Exeunt lichas and deianira.
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X0P02	(TTp.
μέγα τι σθένος ἁ Κὑπρις ἐκφέρεται νίκας ἀεί. καὶ τὰ μὲν θεῶν
παρέβαν, καὶ ὅπως Κρονίδαν ἀπάτασεν οὐ λέγω, 500 οὐδὲ τον ἔννυχον Ἀιδαν ἢ Ποσειδάωνα τινάκτορα γαίας· ἀλλ’ ἐπὶ τάνδ’ ἄρ’ άκοιτιν τινες άμφίγυοι κατέβαν πρὸ γάμων, τινες πάμπΧηκτα παγκόνιτά τ’ ἐξῆλθον ἄεθλ,’ αγώνων;
ἀντ.
ὁ μὲν ἦν ποταμού σθένος, ύψίκερω τετραόρου φάσμα ταύρου,
’Αχελώος ἀπ’ OίνιαΒάν, 6 δὲ Βακχία? ἀπὸ	510
ἦλθε τταλίντονα Θήβας τόξα καί Χόγχας ρόπαΧόν τε τινάσσω ν, παῖς Διὸς· οἳ τὁτ’ ἀολλεῖς ἴσαν ἐς μέσον ίέμενοι Χεχέων μόνα δ’ εΰΧεκτρος ἐν μἑσῳ Κὑπρις ραβδονὁμει ξυνοΰσα.
τὁτ’ ἦν χερὸς, ἦν δὲ τόξων πάταγος, τ αυρβίων τ άνάμιγΒα κεράτων
ἦν δ’ άμφίπΧεκτοι κΧίμακες,	520
ἦν δὲ μετώπων όΧόεντα πΧηγματα, καί στόνος άμφοϊν»
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CHORUS	(iS7r.)
Many a trophy of war the Cyprian bears away;
To tell of the triumphs she wins o’er gods I may not stay,
How the Olympian King and the Lord of the realms of night,
Yea, and the Shaker of Earth, Poseidon, owns her might.
Fitter theme for my song the well-matched champion pair,
Rivals who entered the lists to win the hand of the fair.
Dread the strife, and the sky with dust of battle was full.
(Ant.)
One was a river-god, four-footed and horned like a bull,
Oeneadae was his home and Achelous his name;
But from Thebe, beloved of Bacchus, the other came,
With bow and with brandished club and javelins twain at his side,
Child of Zeus. So they met and fought for a winsome bride.
But with her umpire wand the Cyprian Queen was there,
Goddess who rules the fight and assigns the hand of the fair.
Hark ! the thud of fisted blow,
Crash of horns and twanging bow,
Grapplings close-entwined, and now Buttings of the horned brow ;
And amid, the storm, in tones Faint and muffled, deep-drawn groans.
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α δ’ εὐῶπις α β ρα
τηλαυγεῖ παρ’ οχθψ
ἦστο, τον ὸν προσμένουσ’ άκοίταν.
ἀγὼν δὲ μαργᾴ 1 μὲν οἷα φράζω·
τό δ’ ἀμφινείκητον ὄμμα νὑμφας
ἐλεινὺν αμμένει·
κἀπὸ ματ ρος αφαρ βέβακβν,
ὥστε πόρτις έρημα.
ΔΗΪΑΝΕΙΡΑ
ἦμος, φίλαι, κατ οίκον 6 ξένος θροβΐ ταϊς αίχμαλώτοις παισὶν ώς ἐπ’ ἐξὁδῳ, τῆμος Ουραίος ἦλθον ώς ὑμᾶς Χάβρα, τα μὲν φράσονσα χβρσϊν άτεχνησάμην, τὰ δ’ οἷα πάσχω συγκατοικτιουμένη. κόρην yap, οΧμαι δ’ οὐκέτ’, ἀλλ’ έζευημενην, παρεισδέδεγμαι φόρτον ώστε ναυτίλος, Χωβητον ἐμπόλημα τῆς ἐμῆς φρενὁς. καὶ νῦν δυ’ ον σ αι μίμνομεν μιὰς ὑπὸ χλαίνης ὑπαγκάλισμα, τοιάδ’ Ἠρακλῆς, ο πιστὸς ὴμῖν κἀγαθὸς καλούμενος, οίκουpt ἀντέπεμψε τοῦ μακρον χρόνου. ἐγὼ δὲ θυμοῦσθαι μὲν οὐκ ἐπίσταμαι νοσούν τι κείνω πολλὰ τῇδε τῇ νόσψ· τὺ δ’ αὖ ξυνοικεῖν τῇδ’ ὁμοῦ τίς ἄν γυνὴ δὑναἱτο, κοινωνούσα των αυτών ηάμων; ὁρω γὰρ ηβην την μὲν ερπουσαν πρόσω, την δὲ φθίνουσαν ων αφαρπάζειν φιλ€Ϊ οφθαλμός άνθος, των δ’ ὺπεκτρέπει πόδα. ταῦτ’ οὖν φοβούμαι μη πόσις μεν Ἠρακλῆς ἐμὸς καλήται, της νεωτέρας δ’ ἀνήρ.
1 ἐγω δε μάτηρ of MSS. is clearly corrupt. Jebb suggests,
but does not print, άγων ὅε μαργ?.
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But afar upon the sward
Sate the tender tearful maid,
While in doubt the battle swayed,
Musing who should be her lord.
Long she sate and wept forlorn,
Then, like heifer driven to stray,
Wean&d, from her dam away,
Sudden from her home was torn.
Enter deianira.
DEIANIRA
Friends, while our herald guest is in the house Conversing with the captives, ere he leaves,
I have stolen forth to speak with you alone ;
Partly to tell you what my hands have wrought, And to command your sympathy. This maid—
No maiden she but mistress now, methinks—
I have harboured (as some merchant takes on board An over-freight) to wreck my peace of inind.
And now we twain must share a common couch,
To one lord wedded. Such the recompense That Heracles, whom I was wont to extol As model of all virtue, makes me now For all my faithful service as a wife.
Yet to be wroth with one like him, infect With this love-plague, I cannot bring myself;
But then to share his bed and board with her— What wife could bear it ? She’s the budding rose, And I o’erblown and withering on the thorn.
Men cull the flower and when the bloom has fled Fling it far from them. This then is my fear,
That Heracles will leave me the bare name Of consort, while the younger is his wife.
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ἀλλ’ οὐ γάρ, ώσπερ είπον, όργαίνειν καλόν
γυναίκα νουν ίχουσαν ἦ δ’ ἔχω, φίλοι,
λυτήριον λώφημα,1 τῇδ’ ὑμῖν φράσω.
ἦν μοι παλαιόν δῶρον αρχαίου ποτε
θηρὁς, λέβητι χαλκέφ κεκρυμμένον,
δ παῖς ἔτ’ ουσα τοῦ δασυστέρνου παρά
Νέσσου φθίνοντος ἐκ φόνων άνειλόμην,
δς τον βαθύρρουν πόταμον Εὑηνον βροτούς
μισθού ’πόρευε χερσίν, ούτε πομπίμοις	560
κώπαις ερέσσων ούτε λαίφεσιν νεὼς.
δς κάμε, τον πατρφον ήνίκα στόλον
ξύν Ἠρακλεῖ τὺ πρώτον εὖνις εσπόμην,
φέρων ἐπ’ ώμοι?, ἡνίκ’ ἦ μέσ^> πόρφ,
ψαύει ματαίαις χερσίν εκ δ ἦυσ’ ἐγώ,
χώ Ζηνὺς εὐθὺς παῖς επιστρέψας χεροϊν
ήκεν κόμη την Ιόν ἐς δὲ πλεύμονας
στέρνων διερροίζησεν. έκθνήσκων δ’ ὁ θὴρ
τοσοῦτον εἶπε· παῖ γέροντος Οίνέως,
τοσὁνδ* όνήσει των έμων, ἐὰν πίθη,	570
πορθμών, όθούνεχ ύστάτην σ επεμψ' ἐγώ·
ἐὰν 7ὰρ άμφίθρεπτον αίμα των εμών
σφαγών ένεγκη χερσίν, rj μελαγχόλους
εβαψεν ιούς θρέμμα Αερναίας ΰόρας,
ἔσται φρενός σοι τούτο κηλητήριον
τής Ἠρακλείας, ὥστε μήτιν εἰσιδὼν
στέρξει γυναίκα κείνος αντί σού πλέον.
τοστ’ έννοήσασ , ω φίλαι, δόμοις γάρ ἦν
κείνου θανόντος εγκεκλημένον καλώς,
χιτώνα τὁνδ’ έβαψα, προσβαλοΰσ όσα	580
ζών κείνος είπε· καί πεπείρανται τάδε.
1 λύπημα MSS., Jebb corr.
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But, as I said, ’tis folly to be wroth.
I have a better way to ease my pain,
A remedy that I will now reveal.
Stored in an urn of brass I long have kept A keepsake of the old-world monster ; this The shaggy-breasted Nessus gave to me While yet a girl, and from his wounded side I took it as he lay at point of death ;
Nessus who ferried wayfarers for hire Across the deep Evenus in his arms,
Without the help of oar or sail. I too,
When first I went with Heracles, a bride Assigned him by my sire; I too was borne On his broad shoulders, and in mid-stream he Touched me with wanton hands. I shrieked aloud, He turned, the son of Zeus, and straight let fly A winged shaft that, whizzing in the air,
Pierced to the lungs. Faint with approaching death The Centaur spake : “ Daughter of Oeneus old,
This profit of my ferrying at least,
As last of all I’ve ferried, shall be thine,
If thou wilt heed me. Gather with thy hands The clotted gore that curdles round my wound,
Just where the Hydra, Lema’s monstrous breed,
Has tinged the barb£d arrow with her gall.
Thus shalt thou have a charm to bind the heart Of Heracles, and never shall he look On wife or maid to love her more than thee.”
So I bethought me of this philtre, friends,
Which since the Centaur’s death I had preserved Locked in a secret place, and I have smeared This robe as he directed while he lived.
* My work is now accomplished. Far from me
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κακὰ? δὲ τολμάς μητ’ ἐπισταίμην ἐγὼ μήτ’ ἐκμάθοιμι, τάς τε τολμὥσας στιτγώ· φίλτροις δ’ ἐάν πως τήνδ’ ὺπερβαλώμεθα . τὴν παιδα καὶ θέΧκτροισι τοῖς ἐφ’ ἨρακΧεῖ, μεμηχάνηται roupyov, ευ τι μὴ δοκὼ πράσσειν μάταιον εἰ δὲ μή, πεπαύσομαι.
Χ0Ρ02
ἀλλ’ εἴ τις ἐστὶ πίστις ἐν τοῖς δρωμἐνοις, δοκεῖς παρ’ ἡμῖν οὐ βββουΧβυσσαι κακώς. ΔΗΪΑΝΕΙΡΑ
οὕτως ἔχει γ* ἢ πὲστις, ὡς τὺ μὲν δοκβῖν 590 ἔνεστι, πειρα δ’ οὐ προσωμίΧησά πω·
Χ0Ρ02
ἀλλ* εἰδέναι νρὴ δρώσαν, ώς οὐδ’ εἰ δοκεῖς ἔχειν, ἔχοις αν γνῶμα, μὴ πειρωμἐνη.
ΔΗΪΑΝΕΙΡΑ
ἀλλ’ αυτί κ εἰσόμεσθα, τόνδε γὰρ βλέπω θυραϊον ἦδη· διὰ τάχους δ’ ἐλόεύσεται. μάνον nrap υμών εὖ στεγοίμεθ’· ὡς σκότῳ κἀν αἰσχρὰ πράσσῃς, ουττοτ αἰσχύνη πεσεῖ. ΛΙΧΑ2
τί ^ρὴ ποεῖν; σήμαινε, τέκνον Οἰνέως, ως ἐσμὲν ἤδη τῷ μακρῷ χρόνω βραδεῖς.
ΔΗΪΑΝΕΙΡΑ
ἀλλ’ αὐτὰ δή σοι ταῦτα καὶ πράσσω, Λἐχα, βοο ἕως σὺ ταὶς ἔσωθεν ἡγορῶ ξέναις, ὅπως Φέρης μοι τόνδε ταναύφή πέπλον, δώρημ’ ἐκείνῳ τ ἀνδρὶ τῆς ἐμῆς Υερός. διδοὺς δὲ τόνδε φράζ' ὅπως μηθεὶς β ροτών κάνου πάροιθεν ἀμφιδύσεται χροί, μηδ’ ὅῆτεταί νιν μήτε φίγγος ήλιου
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Be thought of evil witch-craft or desire To learn it; wives who try such arts 1 hate.
But how by love-charms I may win again My Heracles and wean him from this maid,
This I have planned—unless indeed I seem O’erwanton; if ye think so, I desist.
CHORUS
If thou hast warranty thy charm will work,
We think that thou hast counselled not amiss.
DEIANIRA
No warrant, for I have not tried it yet,
But of its potency I am assured.
CHORUS
Without experiment there cannot be Assurance, howsoever firm thy faith.
DEIANIRA
Well, we shall know ere long, for there I see Lichas just starting; he is at the gate.
Only do you be secret; e’en dark deeds If they be done in darkness bring no blame.
Enter lichas
lichas
What are thy orders, child of Oeneus, say ;
Already I have tarried over long.
DEIANIRA
Whilst thou wert talking with the maids within I have been busied, Lichas, with thy charge,
This robe ; ’twas woven by my hands, a gift That thou must carry to my absent lord.
Instruct him straitly, when thou givest it,
That he, and none before him, put it on;
And let no sunlight, nor the altar flame Behold it, nor the fire upon his hearth,
3° 5
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μήθ’ ἕρκος ἱερὸν μήτ’ ἐφέστιον σέλας, πρὶν κείνος αυτόν φανερος εμφανως σταθείς δείζη θεοῖσιν ήμερα τανροσφώγω, οΰτω yap ηἀγμην, εϊ ποτ’ αυτόν ες δόμους ἴδοιμι σωθεντ ή κλύοιμι πανδίκως, στεΧεϊν χιτωνι τῷδε καὶ φανεΐν θεοῖς θυτηρα καινφ καινόν εν πεπΧώμαπ. καί τῶνδ’ άποίσεις ση μ, δ κείνος ευ μαθές σφpayΐδoς ἔρκει τῷδ’ ἐπὸν μαθήσεται.1 ἀλλ’ ἔρπε, καὶ φυΧασσε πρώτα μεν νόμον, τὺ μὴ 'πιθυμεΐν πομπός ων περισσά δράν ἔπειθ’ ὅπως ἄν ἡ χάρις κείνου τε σοι κάμού ξυνεΧθοΰσ' ἐξ ἁπλῆς διπλῆ φανῇ. ΛΙΧΑ2
ἀλλ’ εϊπερ Έρμου τήνδε πομπεύω τέχνην βέβαιον, οὑ τι μὴ σφαΧω y εν σοι ποτε, τὺ μὴ οὐ τὁδ’ ayyo$ ως ἔχει δεϊξαι γέρων, Xόyωv τε πίστιν ων Xεyεις2 εφαρμοσαι.
ΔΗΪΑΝΕΙΡΑ
στείχοις αν ἡδη· καὶ γὰρ εζεπίστασαι τά γ* ἐν δόμοισιν ως ἔχοντα τυyχάvει.
Λ1ΧΑ2
ἐπίσταμαι τε καὶ φράσω σεσωσμένα.
ΔΗΪΑΝΕΙΡΑ
ἀλλ’ οἶσθα μὲν δὴ καὶ τὰ τῆς ξένης ὁρῶν προσδἐγματ’, αυτήν ώς ἐδεξάμην φίλως.
ΛΙΧΑ2
ὦστ’ εκπΧαγήναι τοὐμὸν ἡδονῇ κέαρ.
1	ἐπ’ ὅμμα ὅἡσεται MSS., Billerbeck corr.
2	ίχεις MSS., Wunder corn
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Till he stand forth in sight of all arrayed For gods to see it, at some solemn feast.
For ί had vowed, if ever I should see Or hear for certain of his safe return,
To invest him in this newly-woven robe,
And so present him duly to the gods,
A votary for the sacrifice new-dight.
And as a token point him out this seal,
The impress of my signet-ring, that he Will surely recognise.
Now go thy way,
And heed the rule of messengers, nor let Thy zeal outrun thy orders, but so act That thou may’st win a double meed of thanks For service rendered both to him and me.
LICHAS
Call me no master of the mystery Of Hermes, if in ought I trip or fail—
Deliver not this casket as it is,
And add in attestation of the gift Thy very words.
DEIANIRA ·
Thou may’st be going now.
How things are in the house thou know’st full well.
LICHAS
I know, and will report all safe and sound.
DEIANIRA
And thou canst tell him of the captive maid—
How kindly I received and welcomed her.
LICHAS
Yea, I was filled with wonder and delight.
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ΔΗΪΑΝΕΙΡΑ
τί δῆτ’ αν ἄλλο y’ ἐννἐποις; δέδοικα yap	030
μὴ πρω λἐγοις αν τον πόθον τον ἐξ ἐμοῦ, πρὶν ειδἐναι τἀκεῖθεν εἰ ποθούμεθα.
Χ0Ρ05
ὦ ναύλοχα καί πετραία	στρ. α
θερμά λουτρά καί πἀγους
O ἴτας παραναιετάοντες, οἶ τε μέσσαν Μηλίδα παρ λίμναν
χρνσαλακάτου τ’ άκτάν κόρας, ἔνθ’ Ελλάνων ay opal Πυλάτιδες κλἐονται*
ὁ καλλιβόας τάχ’ ὑμῖν	ἀντ. α' 640
αὐλὸς οὐκ άναρσίαν
άχων καναχάν ἐπάνεισιν, ἀλλὰ Θείας άντίλνρον μούσας.
ό yap Διὸς Ἀλκμήνας κόρος σοΰται πάσας άρετάς λάφνρ’ ἔχων ἐπ’ οίκους·
ὸν άπόπτολιν εϊχομεν παν τα, δυοκαιδεκάμηνον άμμενονσαι χρόνον, πελάγιου, ἴδριες οὐδὲν* α δέ οἱ φίλα δάμαρ τάλαινα ν δυστάλαινα καρδία ν πάyκλαυτός αἰὲν ώλλυτο* νῦν δ’1Άρης οίστρηθείς εξέλυσ’ επίπονον α μέραν.
άφίκοιτ άφίκοιτο· μὴ σταίη πολύκωπον όχημα ναός αὐτῷ,
3ο8
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DEIANIRA
What further message have I ? None, I fear;
To tell him of my longing were too soon,
Before I know that he too longs for me.
[Exeunt lichas and deianira.
chorus
Ye who on Oeta dwell,	(Sir. 1)
Or where the hot springs well And down the cliffs their steaming waters pour;
Or by the inmost shore Of Malis, where the golden-arrowed Maid Haunts the green glade,
Where at thy Gates, far-famed from times of old, Greeks counsel hold;
Soon shall the clear-voiced flute	(Ant. 1)
Sweet as Apollo’s lute,
Echo amid your hills and vales again,
No sad funereal strain,
But hymeneals meet for gods to hear.
For now he draweth near,
The Zeus-bom conqueror, Alemena*s son,
His victory won.
Him twelve weary months we wait. (Str. 2) Wondering what may be his fate ;
And his true wife wastes away,
Pining at her lord’s delay.
But the War-god, with his foes Wroth, has given at last repose.
Spread the sail and ply the oar, (Ant. 2) Waft him, breezes, from the shore,
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πρὶν τάνδε πρὸς πόλιν ἀνύσειε,
νασιώτιν ίστίαν
ἀμείῆτας, ἔνθα κλῄζεται θντηρ·
ὅθεν μόλοι πανίμερος,1
τὰς πειθοὺς παγχρίστφ
σvy/cραθείς ἐπὶ προφάσβι φάρους.2
ΔΗΪΑΝΕΙΡΑ
γυναῖκες, ώς δέδοικα μὴ περαιτίρω πεπραγμἑν’ ἥ μοι πάνθ’ ὅσ’ ἀρτίως eh ρω ν. Χ0Ρ05
τί δ* ἔστι, Δῃάνειρα, τέκνον O ἰ νέως; ΔΗΪΑΝΕΙΡΑ
οὐκ οἶδ’· άθυμω δ’, εἰ φανήσομαι τάχα κακόν μέγ’ ἐκπράξασ’ ἀπ’ ἐλπίδος καλῆς. Χ0Ρ02
οὐ δή τι τῶν σῶν Ἠρακλεῖ δωρημάτων; ΔΗΪΑΝΕΙΡΑ
μάλιστά γ’, ὧστε μηποτ αν προθυμίαν ἄδηλον ἔργον τῳ παραινἐσαι λαβεῖν.
Χ0Ρ02
δίδαξον, εἰ διδακτόν, ἐξ ὅτου φοβει.
ΔΗΪΑΝΕΙΡΑ
τοιοῦτον ἐκβέβηκεν οἷον, ἢν φράσω, γυναῖκες, ὑμᾶς 8 θαΰμ ἀνἐλπιστον μαθεῖν. ᾤ γὰρ τον ivhvrrjpa πέπΧον ἀρτίως ἔχριον, αργής εἰὺς eve ρο ν πόκος,4 τοῦτ’ ἡφάνισται Βιάβορον προς οὐδενὸς των ἔνδον, ἀλλ* ἐδεστὺν ἐξ αυτού φθίν€ΐ,
1	πανάμςρο* MSS., Mudge corr
2	0ημάς MSS., Haupt corr.	3 υμῖν MSS., Jebb corr.
4	ἀργῆτ’ . . . πἀκ·φ MSS., Lobeck corr,
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Where to Zeus, his vows all paid,
Sacrifices he hath made.
May the magic mantle fire All his heart with fond desire,
Speed him to his true love’s arms Captive to her subtle charms.
Enter deianira.
DEIANIRA
Maidens, I fear I have been over bold And ill advised in all I did of late.
CHORU8
What mean’st thou, Deianira, Oeneus* child.
DEIANIRA
I know not, but I tremble lest deceived By fond hopes I have wrought a grievous harm.
CHORUS
Thou speak’st not of thy gift to Heracles ?
DEIANIRA
'Tis so; and I would henceforth counsel none To act in haste, unless the issue’s clear.
CHORUS
Tell, if thou may’st, the cause of thy alarm.
DEIANIRA
My friends, a thing has come to pass, so strange That, if I tell it, you will deem you hear A miracle. The flock of wool wherewith E’en now I smeared the festal robe (’twas plucked From a white fleece) has disappeared, untouched By aught within the house, but self-consumed
311
Digitized by Google
ΤΡΑΧΙΝΙΑΙ
καί ψή κατ ακρας σπιλάΒος· ώς δ’ εἰδῇς άπαν ἦ τοῦτ* επράγθη, μείζον εκτενώ λἀγον. ἐγὼ yap ὦν ο θήρ με Κένταυρος, πονῶν πλευράν πίκρα yXoeyivt, προυδιδάξατο παρήκα θεσμών ούδεν, ὰλλ’ εσφζόμην χαλκής ὅπως δὑσνιπτον ἐκ δἐλτου ypaφήv. καί μοι τάδ* ἦν ττ pop ρητά καί τοιαύτ εδρών το φάρμακον τοΰτ απυρον ἀκτῖνος τ* ἀεὶ θερμής αθικτον εν μυχοις σώζει ν ἐμέ εως νιν άρτίχριστον άρμόσαιμί που. κάδρων τοιαΰτα. νῦν δ\ ὅτ’ ἦν εργαστέον, έχρισα μεν κατ οίκον εν δὁμοις κρυφή μαλλῷ, σπάσασα κτησίου βοτοΰ λάχνην, κάθηκα συμπτύξασ’ αλαμπές ή\ίου κοιλψ ζυγάστρφ δῶρον, ώσπερ εϊδετε. εἴσω δ’ άποστείχουσα δέρκομαι φάτιν αφραστον, άξύμβλητον άνθρώπφ μαθεΐν. το yap κάταημα τυγχάνω ρίψασά πως · τἧς οιος, ᾤ προύχριον, ἐς μεσην φλάγα, άκτΐν ες ήλιωτιν ως δ’ ἐθάλπετο, ἡεῖ πᾶν άδηλον και κατέφηκται χθονί, μορφή μάλιστ είκαστον ώστε πρίονος εκβρώματ &ν βλέψειας εν τομή ξύλου, τοιονδε κεΐται προπετές· εκ δε γης, ὅθεν προνκειτ, άναζεουσι θρομβώδεις άφροί, yλaυκής οπώρας ώστε πίονος ποτού χυθεντος είς γῆν Βακχίας ἀπ’ αμπέλου, ωστ ούκ έχω τάλαινα ποῖ yvώμης πέσω· ὁρω δέ μ’ ἔργον δεινόν έξειργασμενην. ποθεν yap αν ποτ’, ἀντὶ τοῦ θνήσκων ο θήρ ἐμοὶ παρέσχ εύνοιαν, ἦς έθνησχ υπέρ; ούκ ἔστιν, ἀλλὰ τον βαλόντ άποφθίσαι
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It wasted, melting on the flags, away.
But all that chanced I will relate in full.
The precepts given me by the Centaur-beast,
What time the barb was rankling in his side,
Fixed in my memory, like some ordinance Graven on brass indelible, I kept.
All that he then commanded me I did :
He bade me hide in some dark nook the salve, Remote from firelight and the sun’s hot ray,
Till I had need to use it, freshly smeared.
And so I did, and, when the occasion rose,
I took a tuft of wool that I had plucked From one of our home flock; therewith I spread The unguent in my chamber privily;
Then folded and within its coffer laid,
Safe from the sunlight, as ye saw, my gift.
But as I passed indoors behold a sight Portentous, well nigh inconceivable.
It chanced that I had thrown the hank of wool Used for the smearing into the full blaze Of sunlight; with the gradual warmth dissolved It shrank and shrivelled up till naught was left Save a fine powder, likest to the dust That strews the ground when sawyers are at work— Mere dust and ashes. But from out the spot Where lay the strewments clotted froth upwelled,
As when the spilth of Bacchus, from the grapes New pressed and purple, on the ground is poured. Thus I for trouble know not where to turn,
And only see a fearful thing I have done.
Why should the dying Centaur then have shown Regard for me, the author of his death }
Impossible ! no, he was cozening me,
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χ
γρῄζων εθεΧγέ μ’· ὧν ἐγὼ μεθύστερον,	710
οτ’ οὐκέτ’ ὰρκεῖ, τὴν μάθησιν αρνυμαι.
μόνη yap αυτόν, εἶ τι μὴ ψενσθήσομαι
γνώμης, ἐγὼ δύστηνος έξαποφθερώ'
τον γὰρ βαΧοντ Άτρακτον όΐδα καί θεόν
Χβίρωνα πημήναντα, χώνπερ ἀν Θί7?7>
φθείρει τὰ πάντα κνώδαλ’* ἐκ δὲ τοῦδ’ ὅδε
σφαγών διεΧθὼν ἰὸς αίματος μέλας
πῶς οὐκ ὸλεῖ καὶ τόνδε; δόξη yovv ἐμῇ.
καίτοι δέδοκται, κείνος ει σφάλήσεται,
ταύτῃ σὺν ορμή κάμε συνθανεϊν ἅμα*	720
ζην γὰρ κακώς κλύονσαν ονκ άνασχετόν,
ητις προτιμά μη κακή πεφυκέναι.
Χ0Ρ02
ταρβειν μεν ἔργα δείν* ἀναγκαίως ἔχει, τὴν δ’ ἐλπίδ’ οὐ χρὴ τῆς τύχης κρίνειν πάρος. ΔΗΪΑΝΕΙΡΑ
οὐκ ἔστιν εν τοῖς μὴ καλοῖς βουΧεύμασιν οὐδ’ ἐλπίς, ητις και θράσος τι προξενεί.
Χ0Ρ05
ἀλλ’ ἀμφὶ τοῖς σφαΧεισι μη ’ξ εκούσιας opyrj πέπειρα, της σε τυηχάνειν πρέπει.
ΔΗΪΑΝΕΙΡΑ
τοιαΰτα δ’ ἄν Χεξειεν ονχ ό τον κακού κοινωνός, ἀΧΧ* ᾤ μηδέν έστ οϊκοι βαρύ.	^0
Χ0Ρ02
σιγᾶν ἄν άρμόζοι σε τον πλείω λόγον, εἰ μή τι Χέξεις παιδί τῷ σαυτης· ἐπεὶ πάρεστι, μαστὴρ πατρός ος πριν ωχετο.
ΤΛΛ02
ώ μήτερ, ως αν εκ τριών σ ὲν ειΧόμην, η μηκέτ είναι ζώσαν, η σεσωσμένην
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And sought, through me, his slayer to undo.
Too late, too late, when knowledge naught avails,
My eyes are opened. I alone am doomed,
(Unless my fears prove false) to slay my lord.
I know the shaft that slew the Centaur scathed E’en Cheiron, though a god, and any beast It touches dies. So the black venomed gore That from the wound of Nessus oozed must slay Likewise my lord. Thus I, alas, must think. Howbeit I am resolved, if fall he must,
The selfsame stroke of fate shall end my days.
What woman noble born would dare live on Dishonoured when her fair repute is gone ?
CHORUS
’Tis true dread perils threaten ; yet ’twere well To cherish hope till the event be known.
DEIANIRA
They who have counselled ill cannot admit One ray of hope to fortify their soul.
CHORUS
Men will not look severely on an act Unwittingly committed, as was thine.
DEIANIRA
With a good conscience one might urge this plea Which ill becomes a partner in the crime.
CHORUS
’Twere better to refrain from further speech,
Unless thou wouldst address thy son; for he Who went to seek his father is at hand.
Enter hyllus.
hyllus
Mother, I would that of three wishes one Were granted me—that thou wert lying dead,
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ἄλλου κεκλῆσθαι μητέρ\ ἢ λῴους φρένας τῶν νῦν παρουσών τώνδ’ άμείψασθαί ποθεν. ΔΗΪΑΝΕΙΡΑ
τί δ’ ἐστίν, ὦ παῖ, πρός γ* ἡμοὐ στυγούμενον; ΤΛΛ02
τον ἄνδρα τον σὺν ἴσθι, τὸν δ’ ἐμὺν λέγω πατέρα, κατακτείνασα τῇδ’ ἐν ημέρα. *	740
ΔΗΪΑΝΕΙΡΑ
οἴμοι, τίν’ ἐξήνεγκας, ὦ τἐκνον, λἀγον;
ΤΛΛ02
ον οὐχ οἷον τε μὴ οὐ τελεσθῆναι· τὺ γὰρ φανθὲν τίς ἂν δὑναιτ* ἄν άηένητον ποεῖν; ΔΗΪΑΝΕΙΡΑ
πώς εἶπας, ὦ παῖ; τοῦ παρ’ ανθρώπων μαθώρ άζηΧον όντως epyov είρηάσθαι με φής;
ΤΛΛ02
αὐτὺς βαρεΐαν ξνμφοράν ἐν ὅμμασιν πατρός δεδορκὼς κοὐ κατὰ γλώσσα ν κλύων. ΔΗΪΑΝΕΙΡΑ
ποῦ δ’ έμπεΧάζεις τἀνδρὶ καὶ παρίστασαι;
ΤΛΛ02
εἰ χρὴ μαθειν σε, πάντα δὴ φωνεϊν γ^εών.
ὅσ εϊρπε κλεινήν Eνρύτου πέρσας ποΧιν, 750
νίκης ἄγων τρόπαια κάκροθίνια,
ακτή τις ἀμφίκλυστος Εύβοιας άκρον
Κήναιόν ἐστιν, ἔνθα πατρωψ Διὶ
βωμούς ορίζει τεμενίαν τε φνΧΧάδα·
οὖ νιν τὰ πρώτ έσεΐδον ασμένος ποθ<ρ.
μέΧΧοντι δ’ αὐτῷ πολυθύτους τεύγειν σφα·γας
κήρυξ άπ οϊκων ΐκετ οικείος Λίχας,
τὺ σὸν φέρων δώρημα, θανάσιμων πέπλον
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Or, if alive, no mother wert of mine,
Or that thy nature might be wholly changed.
DEIANIRA
What dost thou so abhor in me, my son?
HYLLUS
Woman, I tell thee thou hast done to deatli Thy husband, yea my sire, this very day.
DEIANIRA
All me! what word hath passed thy lips, my son ?
HYLLUS
A word that of fulfilment shall not fail;
For what is done no mortal can undo.
DEIANIRA
What say’st thou, son ? What warranty is thine To charge me with a deed so terrible ?
HYLLUS
The evidence of my eyes ; myself I saw My father’s anguish ; ’tis no hearsay charge.
DEIANIRA
Where didst thou find him ? wast thou by his side ?
HYLLUS
As thou must hear it, I must tell thee all.
He had sacked the famous town of Eurytus,
And thence returning rich with spoils of war,
Had reached a sea-washed promontory, named C^enaeum, where Euboea fronts the north.
There I first met him as he marked the bounds Of altars and a sacred grove to Zeus,
His father. At the sight my heart was glad.
He stood addressed to offer sacrifice,
A lordly hecatomb, when Lichas came,
His own familiar herald, bringing him
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ον κεῖνος ἐνδός, ως θ’ν προνξεφίεσο, ταυροκτονει μὲν δώδεκ’ εντελείς ἔχων Χείοις απαρχήν βοϋς· ἀτὰρ τὰ πάνθ* ὁμοῦ ἑκατὸν προσήγε συμμιγή βοσκήματα, καί πρώτα μὲν δείλαιος ἵλτῳ φρενί, κόσμφ τε χοίρων καί στολῇ, κατηύχετο· όπως δὲ σεμνών οργίων ἐδαίετο φλὸξ αιματηρά καπό πιείρας δρυός, ἱδρὼς ἀνῄει χρωτί, και προσπτύσσεται πλευραΐσιν ὰρτίκολλος, ὥστε τέκτονος, χιτὼν ἅπαν κατ’ ἄρθρον ἦλθε δ’ ὸστἑων ἀδαγμὸς άντίσπαστος· εἶτα φοινίας έχθράς εχίδνης ἰὸς ὼς ἐδαίνυτο. ενταύθα δὴ ’ β όησε τον δνσδαίμονα Αίχαν, τον οὐδὲν αίτιον τον σοῦ κακού, ποίαις ένέγκοι τόνδε μηχαναις πέπλον 6 δ* οὐδὲν εἰδὼς δύσμορος τὺ σὺν μόνης δώρημ’ ἔλεξεν, ώσπερ ἦν έσταλμένον. κἀκεῖνος ως ήκουσε καί διώδννος σπαραγμός αὐτοῦ πλευμόνων άνθήψατο, μάρψας ποδός νιν, ἄρθρον ἦ λογίζεται, ρίπτει προς άμφίκλνστον εκ πόντου πέτραν κόμης δὲ λευκόν μυελόν εκραίνει, μέσον κράτος διασπαρέντος αίματός θ’ ὁμοῦ. ἄπας δ’ άνηυφήμησεν οίμωγη λεώς, του μεν νοσονντος, τον δε ’διαπεπραγμένον κονδεις έτόλμα τάνδρος ἀντίον μολεΐν. εσπατο γὰρ πέδονδε καί μετάρσιος, βοών, ίύζων άμφι δ* έκτύπουν πέτραι, Αοκρων τ ορειοι πρώνες Εὐβοίοις τ’ άκραι.
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Thy gift, the fatal robe ; he put it on According to thy precept; then began His sacrifice with twice six faultless bulls,
The firstfruits of the booty; but in all A hundred victims at the altar bled.
At first, poor wretch, with joyous air serene,
Proud of the pomp and ceremony, he prayed;
But when the blood-red flame began to blaze From the high altars and the resinous pine,
A sweat broke out upon him ; and the coat Stuck to his side, and clung to every limb,
Glued, as it were, by some skilled artisan.
A pricking pain began to rack his bones.
Soon the fell venom of the hydra dire Worked inward and devoured him. Thereupon He called for Lichas, who, poor witless wretch,
Had in thy guilt no part or lot, demanding Who hatched the plot and why he had brought the robe.
The youth unwitting said it was thy gift,
Thine only, and (delivered as ’twas sent.
While yet he listened a convulsive spasm Shot through his lungs. He caught him by the foot, Just at the ankle joint, and hurled him full Against a rock out-jutting from the foam :
His skull was crushed to fragments, and his hair Bedaubed with blood and flecked with scattered brains.
A cry of horror from the crowd arose
At sight of one distraught and one struck dead ;
And no man dared to face him, for the pain Now dragged him down, now made him leap in air, While with his yells and screams the rocks resound From Locrian headlands to Euboean capes.
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ἐπεὶ δ’ ἀπεῖπε, πολλὰ μὲν τάλας γθονϊ ρίτττων εαυτόν, πολλὰ ὃ’ οίμωγη βοών,	790
τὺ δυσττάρευνον λέκτρον ἐνδατοὑμενος σοῦ τῆ? ταλαίνης, καὶ τον Οἰνέω* γάμον οίον κατακτησαιτο λυμαντην βίου, τὁτ* ἐκ ττροσεδρον λιγνύος διάστροφον οφθαλμόν ἄρα? εἷδέ μ’ ἐν πολλῷ σ τ par φ δακρυρροοΰρτα, καί με ττροσβλεψας καλεῖ· ὼ παῖ, πρὁσελθε, μὴ φυγής τοὐμὸν κακὸν, μηδ* εἴ σε χρὴ θανὁντι συνθανεῖν ἐμοί· ἀλλ’ ἄρον ἔξω, καὶ μάλιστα μέν με θὲς ἐνταῦθ’ ὅπου με μή τις οψεται βροτών	800
εἰ δ’ οίκτορ ϊσχεις, ἀλλά μ’ ἐκ γε τῆσδε γῆς πὁρθμευσον ως τάχιστα, μηδ* αυτόν θάρω. τοσαντ επισκήψαντος, ip μεσφ σκάφει θἐντες σφε πρὸ? γἡν τῆνδ’ ἐκέλσαμεν μόλις βρυχώμενον σττασμοΐσι· καί plp αντίκα ή ζώντ εσόψεσθ' ἡ τεθνηκὁτ’ ἀρτίως. τοιαυτα, μῆτερ, πατρὶ βουλεύσασ’ ἐμᾤ καὶ δρῶσ’ ἐλήφθης, ών σε ποίνιμος Δίκη τίσαιτ Ἐρινὺς τ’, εἰ θέμις δ*, εττεύχομαι· θέμις δ’, ἐπεί μοι τὴν θέμιν σὺ ττ ρ ου βαλές,	810
πάντων ἄριστον ἄνδρα τῶν ἐπὶ γθονι
/	>*Τ«	«'ΛΛ*	> ν ι ^	/
κτειρασ , οτγοιορ άλλον ουκ ογει ποτε.
XOPOS
τί σᾶγ άφερττεις; οὐ κάτοισθ’ όθούνεκα ξννηγορεις σίμωσα τω κατηγορώ;
ΤΛΛ05
ἐᾶτ’ άφέρπειν οὖρος οφθαλμών εμών αὐτῇ γένοιτ άττωθεν ερττουση καλός. ογκον γὰρ ἄλλως ονόματος τί δει τρεφειν
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But when his agony had spent itself—
Now writhing prone, now making loud lament;
With curses on his marriage bed and thee*
The bride he won from Oeneus for his bane—
From out the cloud of smoke that compassed him He wildly gazed and spied me in the throng Weeping, and fixed his eye on me and spake:
“ Come hither, boy, shun not my misery,
E’en if my son must share his fathers death,
But bear me hence and set me, if thou wilt,
Where none shall see me more, no matter where ;
Or if thou hast no heart for this, at least Ferry me quickly hence, lest here I die.”
So he enjoined. We laid him on the deck In torment, groaning loud ; and presently Ye shall behold him living or just dead.
Such, mother, is the evil ’gainst my sire That thou hast planned and wrought. Thy guilt is plain :
May Vengeances and the Erinys visit thee!
So pray I, if ’tis right, and right it is,
For I have seen thee trample on the right,
Slaying the noblest man who ever lived,
Whose peer thou never shalt behold again.
[Exit DEIANIRA.
CHORUS
Why dost thou steal away thus silently ?
Such silence sure is eloquent of guilt.
HYLLUS
Let her depart and speed before the gale Out of my sight. Why should the empty name Of mother henceforth swell her vanity,
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μητρῷον, ἦτις μηδὲν ὡς τεκουσα Spa; ἀλλ’ ερπέτω χοίρον σ α· τὴν δὲ τέρψιν ἢν τώμω δίδω σ ι πατρί, τήνδ* αὐτὴ Χάβοι.
Χ0Ρ02
ἵδ* οἶον, ὦ παῖδες, προσέμιξεν ἄφαρ	στρ. α',
τοὑπος τὺ θεοπρὁπον ἡμῖν τὰς πάλαιφάτον προνοίας, ὅ τ’ ἔλακεν, ὁπότε τελεόμηνος εκφέροι δωδέκατος άροτος, άναδοχάν τελεῖν πόνων τῷ Διὸς αύτόπαιδί· καὶ τάδ’ ορθως ἔμπεδα κατονρίζω, πως yhp &ν 6 μὴ λβύσσων ἔτι ποτ’ ἔπ’ ἐπίπονον πόνων1 ἔχοι θανων λατρείαν;	830
εἰ yap σφε Κένταυρου φονιά νεφέλα	ἀντ. α'
χρίει δολοποιὸς ἀνἀγκα
πΧευρά, προστακέντος ιον,
ον τέκετο θάνατος, ἔτρεφ62δ* αἰόλος δράκων,
πῶς ὅδ* ἀν ἀέλιον έτερον ή τανῦν ἵδοι,
δεινοτάτῳ μὲν νδρας προστετακως
φάσματι; μελαγχαίτα δ’ ἄμμιγά νιν αΐκίζει
Νέσσου νποφόνια δολιὁμυσα3 κέντρ’ επιζέσαντα. 84ο
στρ. /S'
ὦν ἄδ’ ἁ τλάμων ἄοκνος μεγάλαν προορωσα δὁμοισι βλάβαν νέων
άίσσουσαν 4 yάμωv τὰ μὲν αὐτὰ 5 προσέβαΧε, τὰ δ’ ἀπ’ αΧΚόθρον
1 Gleditsch inserts τόνων. β ίτεκε MSS., Lobeck corr.
* νόσσον θ* ύτοψοίνια Βολόμυθα MSS., Gleditsch corr.
4 ἄ?σσἀκτ»ν MSS., Nauck core. * οβ τι MSS., Blaydes corr.
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Who in her deeds shows naught of motherhood ?
Let her depart in peace, and may she share Herself the happiness she brings my sire !
CHORUS
Lo, maidens, in our eyes	(Sir. 1)
Fulfilled this day
The word inspired of ancient prophecies.
Did not the god’s voice say,
The twelfth year, when its tale of months is run, Shall end his toils for Zeus’s true-born son ?
That promise doth not fail,
’Tis wafted on the gale.
Can he when once the light of life has fled Be subject still to bondage ’mongst the dead ?
(Ant. 1)
And if the mists of death enfold him now,
If the doom grips his heart,
Wrought by the Centaur’s art;
How racked by venom bred Of Death, on asp’s blood fed,
How in the clutches of the Hydra, how Can he survive to see to-morrow’s sun, When through each vein doth run The leprous bane prepared By the fell beast, black-haired Nessus, his life to drain,
And vex him with tumultuous pain ?
Of this our ill-starred queen,	(Sir. 2)
All innocent, knew naught:
Only the curse to void, I ween,
Of a new bride she sought.
3*3
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7νώμας μολὁντ’ ὸλεθρίαισι συναλλαγαῖς ἡ που ὸλοὰ στέν£ι, ἦ που άδινών χΚωράν τἐγγει δακρύων άχναν.
α ὃ’ ερχόμενα μοίρα ττροφαίνβι Βο\ίαν	850
καὶ μεγάλαν ὅταν.
ἀντ. /S'
ἔρρωγεν παγα δακρύων κέχυται νόσος, ω ττόττοι, οἷον άναρσίων
ουττω 'ΐΙρακΚέους1 ἀγακλειτὺν ἐπέμολε πάθος οίκτίσαι.
ίω κελαινὰ \ογχα ττρομάχου Βοράς, α τότε θοὰν ννμφαν άηαγες ἀπ’ αἰπει νᾶς τάνο Οίχάλίας αἔχμα·
ἁ δ’ άμφιττοΧος Κὑπρις ἄναυδος φανερὰ	860
τώνδ’ ἐφήνη πράκτωρ.
ΗΜΙΧΟΡΙΟΝ α'
πότερον ἐγὼ μάταιος, ἢ κλύω τινος οίκτον δι’ οίκων ἀρτίως όρμωμίνου; τί φημι;
ΗΜΙΧΟΡΙΟΝ β'
ὐχεῖ τις οὐκ άσημον, ἀλλὰ δυστυχή κωκυτον εἴσω, καί τι καινίξει στέγη.
ΗΜΙΧΟΡΙΟΝ
ξννες δὲ
τήνδ’ ώς κατηφὴς 2 καὶ σννωφρνωμένη
χωρύ πρὸς ἡμᾶς γραῖα σημανονσά τι.	870
1 Ηραχλἐους is clearly a gloss, and the true reeding must remain conjectural. 2 Ιἡ6ι?ς MSS., Blaydes corr.
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Witless a stranger’s remedy she used.
How was her fond simplicity abused !
Too late her error doth she rue,
And pearly tears her eyes bedew: Awe-stricken we await The swoop of instant fate.
Our pent up tears outflow.	{Ant. 2)
Ye gods ! did e’er such blow From his worst foes afflict our King before As this fell plague ? O bloodstained spear that bore
From proud Oechalia’s height Stormed by the hero’s might,
A vanished bride, how clear The Cyprian’s wiles appear !
Unseen, thy spear she steeled,
And now she stands revealed.
SEMI-CHORUS 1
Listen ! I seem to hear—or do I dream ? —
A cry of sorrow pealing through the house. Heard you it ?
SEMI-CHORUS 2
Yea, a despairing wail rings out within,
Distinct; the house has suffered something strange.
chorus
Mark ye that aged crone !
With what a cloud upon her puckered brow She comes to bring us news of grave imjjort!
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ΤΡ0Φ05
ω παῖδες, ώ? ὰρ’ ἡμὶν οὐ σμικρῶν κακών ἡρξεν τὺ δῶρον Ἠρακλεῖ τὺ πὁμπιμον.
XOPOS
τί δ’, ώ γεραια, καινοποιηθϊν λέγεις;
ΤΡ0Φ02
βέβηκε Δηάνεφα την πανυστάτην οδών άπασών εξ ακίνητου ποδὸς.
Χ0Ρ02
οὐ δή 7τοθ’ ώς θανοΰσα;
ΤΡ0Φ02
πάντ άκηκοας.
Χ0Ρ02
τ έθνη κ εν ἡ τάλαινα;
ΤΡΟΦΟ2
δεύτερον κλύεις.
Χ0Ρ05
τάλαιν’ ολέθρια· τινι τρόπφ θανεῖν σψε φής;
ΤΡΟΦΟΊ
σχετλιώτατά γε πρὸς πρᾶξιν.
Χ0Ρ05
γύναι, ξυντρἐχει. αυτήν διηιστωσε.
εἰπὲ τῷ μὁρῳ,
ΤΡΟΦΟΊ
Χ0Ρ02
τίς θυμός ή τινες νόσοι
τάνδ* αίχμα1 βέλεος κακού ξυνεΐλε; πως εμήσατο προς θανάτφ θάνατον άνύσασα μόνα;
880
ΤΡ0Φ02
στονοεντος εν τ ο μα σιδάρου,
1 αιχμήν MSS., Hermann com
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Enter nurse from the house.
NUR8E
My daughters, what a crop of miseries We are reaping from that gift to Heracles!
chorus
What new misfortune, mother, hast to tell ?
NURSE
Deianira has departed hence
On her last journey, yet not stirred a step.
CHORUS
Thou canst not mean she is dead.
NURSE
My tale is told.
CHORUS,
Poor lady, dead!
NURSE
I say it once again.
CHORUS
Alas, poor wretch ! How came she by her end ? nurse
O ’twas a gruesome deed !
CHORUS
Say woman, how ?
NURSE
By her own hand.
chorus
What rage, what fit of madness, Whetted the felon blade, how compassed she This death on death, herself alone the cause ?
NURSE
By the stroke pf a dolorous sword.
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XOPOS
ἐπεῖδες, ω ματαία, τἀνδε τὴν ύβριν;
ΤΡΟΦΟΊ
ἐπεῖδον, ως δὴ πλησία παραστάτις. ΧΟΡΟΣ
τίς ?;ν; πῶς; φέρ’ εἰπὲ.
ΤΡΟΦΟΊ
αὐτὴ πρὸς αυτής χειροποιεῖται τάδε.
XOPOS
τί φωνεῖς;
ΤΡΟΦΟΣ
σαφηνῆ.
Χ0Ρ05
ἔτεκεν ἔτεκε δὴ μεγάλαν ἁ νέορτος ὅδε νύμφα δὁμοισι τοῖσδ’ ἐρινύν.
ΤΡΟΦΟΊ
ἄγαν γε· μᾶλλον δ’, εἰ παρούσα πΧησία ἔλευσσβς οΓ ἔδρασε, κάρτ αν φκτισας. Χ0Ρ02
καὶ ταῦτ’ ἔτλη τις χεὶρ γυναικεία κτίσαι; ΤΡ0Φ02
δεινῶς γε* πρὅσει δ’, ώστε μαρτυρεῖν ἐμοί. ἐπεὶ 7ὰρ ἦλθε δωμάτων εἴσω μύνη καὶ παιδί* ἐν αὐλαῖς εἶδε κοῖλα δέμνια στορνύνθ*, όπως αψορρον άντωη πατρί, κρύψασ ίαντην ἔνθα μή τις εἰσίδοι, βρυχατο μὲν βωμοϊσι προσπίπτουσ οτ ι γἐνοιντ’ ἔρημοι, ’κλαιε δ’ οργάνων οτ ου ψαύσειεν οϊς ίγρήτο δειλαία πάρος· ἄλλῃ δὲ κἄλλῃ δωμάτων στμωφωμένη.
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CHORUS
Saw’st thou the horror, beldam ?
NURSE
I saw it; I was standing at her side
CHORUS
Saw what ? what did she ? speak!
NURSE
Herself upon herself she did the deed.
CHORUS
What dost thou say ?
NURSE
Plain truth.
CHORUS
Verily this new bride
Hath borne, as the fruit of her womb,
A curse, a curse to the house.
NURSE
Too true; and had you been at hand to see,
The pity of it would have touched you more.
CHORU8
Could woman’s hand perform so bold a deed!
NURSE
’Twas passing strange, but when ye hear the tale Ye’ll bear me out.
She went indoors alone,
And in the court she came upon her son Preparing a deep litter wherewithal To bear his sire back. Seeing him she fled,
And, crouching by the altar out of sight,
She groaned aloud, “ O altars desolate! ”
Then each familiar chattel in the house
She fingered tenderly, poor wretch, and wept.
Then roaming through \he palace, up and down,
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εἴ τ ον φίλων βλεφειεν οἰκετῶν δέμας, ἔκλαιεν ἡ δύστηνος είσορωμένη, αὐτὴ τον αὑτῆς δαίμων ανακαλούμενη καί τὰ? ἀπαιδας ἐς τὺ λοιπὸν ουσίας.1 ἐπεὶ δὲ τώνδ’ ἔληξεν, ἐξαίφνης σφ’ ὁρω τον 'ΙΛράκλειον θάλαμον εἰσορμωμἐνην. κἀγὼ λαθραΐον ὄμμ’ ἐπεσκιασμένη φρουρούν 6ρω δὲ τὴν ηυναικα δεμνίοις τοῖς ΗρακΧείοις στρωτά βάλλουσαν φάρηΨ όπως 8 ἐτέλεσε τοῦτ’, έπενθορούσ ἄνω καθέζετ ἐν μἐσοισιν εύνατηριοις, καὶ δακρύων ρηξασα θερμὰ νάματα ἔλεξε ν ὦ λἐχη τε καὶ νυμφεΐ ἐμά, τὺ λοιπὸν ἡδη γαίρεθ', ὼς ἔμ’ οὔποτε δέξεσθ* ἔτ’ ἐν κοίταισι ταῖσδ’ εὐνάτριαν. τοσαΰτα φωνήσασα συντονφ χερὶ λύει τον αὑτῆς πέπλον, ^ 2 ^ρνσηλατος προύκβίτο μαστών περονις, εκ δ* ελωπισεν πλευράν απασαν ωλένην τ* εὐώνυμον, κἀγὼ δρομαία βᾶσ’, ὅσονπερ εσθενον, τῷ παιδὶ φράζω της τεγνωμένης τάδε, καν ω το κεῖσε δεῦρο τ εξορμώμεθα, ὁρῶμεν αυτήν ἀμφιπλῆγι φασγάνῳ πλευράν ὑφ’ ἧπαρ καὶ φρένας πεπληγμὲνην. ἰδὼν δ’ ὁ παῖς ῳμωξεν ἕγνω γὰρ τάλας τονρηον κατ ὸργὴν ώς εφάψειεν τάδε, οψ* έκδιδαχθείς των κατ οίκον οΰνεκα ακόυσα προς του θηρος ερξειεν τάδε. κἀνταῦθ’ ὁ παῖς δύστηνος οΰτ δδυρμάτων
910
920
930
1	The line is corrupt. The translation follows Jebb’q conjecture, καί τῆς ἐπ* ἄλλου ἐς τὅ λοιπὅν σόσίας,
2	φ MSS., Wakefield corn
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As one or other of her maids she met,
She gazed upon her long and wept again,
Bewailing her own fortunes and the house Henceforth condemned to serve an alien lord.
Then she was silent, and I saw her speed Within the bed chamber of Heracles.
I from a coign of spial, unobserved Watched, and I saw her snatch a coverpane And fling it on the bed of Heracles.
That done, she leapt upon it, sat her down And loosed the floodgate of hot tears and spake :
“ O bridal bed and chamber, fare ye well,
A long farewell; never again shall ye Lap me to slumber in your soft embrace ! ”
That was her last word; with a sudden wrench She tore the gold-wrought brooch above her breast And laid her left arm and her side all bare.
I ran at once, as fast as age allowed,
In haste to warn the son of her intent.
Alack! between my going and return,
In that brief space, she had driven a two-edged sword Home through the midriff to the very heart.
He saw and shrieked heart-stricken at the sight, Knowing his wrath had goaded her to death.
For all too late from those about the queen He learned that she in utter innocence Had done according to the Centaur’s word.
Since then, poor boy, his misery has no end :
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ἐλείπετ’ οὐδέν, άμφί νιν yοώμένος,
out’ ἀμφιπίπτω ν στόμασιν, ἀλλὰ πλευρόθεν
πλευρὸν πάρεις ἔκειτο πὸλλ’ άναστένων,
ως νιν ματαίως αἰτία βάλοι κακή,	940
κΚαίων όθούνεκ ἐκ οὺοῖν εσοιθ* άμα,
πατρὸς τ’ εκείνης τ’, ώρφανισμένος βίον.
τοιαύτα τάνθάδ' ἐστίν ώστ’ εἶ τις δύο
ἢ καί τι πΧείονς1 ημέρας λογίζεται,
μάταιος ἐστιν οὐ γὰρ ἔσθ’ ἢ γ’ αύριον,
πρὶν εὖ πάθη τις τὴν παρούσαν ήμερον.
Χ0Ρ02
πότε ρα πρότερον επισ τένω,	στρ. α
πότερα μελεα 2 περαιτέρω, δύσκριτ ἔμοιγε δυστάνῳ.
τάδε μὲν ἔχομεν ὁρᾶν Β ό μοι ς,	ἀντ. π’ 950
τάδε δὲ μενομεν επ' εΧπίσιν κοινά δ’ ἔχειν τε καὶ μἑΧλβιν.
εἵίΓ άνεμόεσσά τις
ηενοιτ ἔπουρος εστιώτις αύρα,
ήτις μ' άποικίσειεν ἐκ τόπων, ὅπως
τον Δῖον 3 αΧκιμον yovov
μὴ ταρβαΧεα θάνοιμι
μοϋνον είσιδοΰσ' άφαρ·
ἐπεὶ ἐν δυσαπαλλάκτοις ὸδύναις
γωρεϊν προ δόμων λέγουσιν
ασπετόν τι θαύμα.
στρ. /S'
960
»	λ	»/	>	\	£)'
ayyov ο αρα κον μακράν	α vt. ρ
προύκΚαιον, οξύφωνος ως αηδών.
1	καί πλείοι/τ τις MSS., Dindorf corr.
2	τἐλεα MSS,, Mnsgrave com a διὅς MSS., Nauck corj\
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He mourned for her with sighs and sobs and groans, He kissed her lips, he clasped her in his arms,
And prone beside her railed against himself:
“ By my foul slander have I stricken her,”
He cried, “and now am I bereaved of both?
Of father and of mother, in one day.”
So fares it with us. And if any man Counts on the morrow, or on morrows more,
He reckons rashly. Morrow is there none,
Until to-day its course has safely run.
CHORUS
Which first of woes, which next, Wherewith my soul is vext, To wail, I am perplext;	(Sir. 1)
One here accomplished, One hanging o’er my head, Orife as the other dread.	(Ant. 1)
0 that a gale might suddenly upspring To waft me out of sight,	(Sir. 2)
I^est when the Zeus-born hero home they bring, I die of panic fright.	
E’en now, they say, in pains no leech can Home is he borne, O piteous spectacle!	quell,
Ah, not far off, but nigh, The woe that stirred my cry, A boding wail As of some shrill-voiceS nightingale.	(Ant. 2)
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ξένων γὰρ ἐξὁμιλος ἦδε τις βύσις. ττα δ’ αὖ φορεῖ νιν; ως φίλου ττροκηδομένα βαρειαν αγοφον φέρει βάσιν. αιαῖ, ὅδ’ ἀναύδατος φέρεται, τί χρὴ θανόντα νιν ἢ καθ’ ὕπνον ὄντα κρΐναι;
ΤΛΛ05
οἵμοι ἐγὼ σοῦ,
πάτερ, οἴμοι ἐγὼ σοῦ μέλεος. τί πάθω; τί δὲ μήσομαι; οι μοι.
ΠΡΕ2ΒΤ2
σίγα, τέκνον, μὴ κίνησης dypiav οδύνην ττατρός ώμόφρονος· ζῆ γὰρ προπετής· ἀλλ’ ἴσχε δάκων στόμα σὸν,
ΤΛΛ02
πώς φής, ηέρον; ἦ ζῇ;
ΠΡΕ2ΒΤ2
οὐ μὴ ’ξεγερεῖς τὸν ὑπνῳ κάτοχον κάκκινησεις κάναστήσεις φοιτάδα δεινήν νόσον, ὦ τέκνον.
ΤΛΛ02
ἀλλ’ ἐττί μοι μελέῳ βάρος αττΧετον ἐμμέμονεν φρὴν.
ΗΡΑΚΛΗ2
ω Ζεΰ,
ττ οι γᾶς ἢκω; παρὰ τοἴσι β ροτών κείμαι ττεττονημένος άΧλήκτοις όδύναις; όιμοι μοι1 ἐγὼ τλάμων ἡ δ’ αὖ μιαρά βρνκει. φευ.
1 Brnnck adds μοι.
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ho a foreign train appear,
And they move with muffled tread,
Mute as bearers of a bier.
Is it sleep, or is he dead ?
Enter hyllus, an old man, and attendants bearing heracles on a Utter.
HYLLUS
Ah woe is me,
Woe, father, woe for thee!
Alack ! I am undone,
Help know I none.
old MAN
Hush, son, lest thou awake The intolerable ache.
He lives, though nigh to death ;
Hold hard thy breath.
hyllus
What, is he still alive ?
OLD MAN
Hush, hush, lest thou revive And waken from its fitful rest The plague that racks his breast.
HYLLUS
Beneath this weight of misery My spirit sinks ; it maddens me.
HEKACLES
O	Zeus, where am I ? who These strangers standing by,
As tortured here I lie ?
Ah me ! the foul fiend gnaws anew.
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ΠΡΕ2ΒΤ3
α ρ ἐξῄδη σ οσον ἦν κέρδος σιγῇ κεύθειν καὶ μὴ σκεδάσαι τῳο απο κράτος βλεφάρων θ* ύτπ/ον;
ΤΛΛ02
οὐ 7ὰ^) ἔχω πώς ὰν στέρξαιμι κακόν τόδε λευσσων.
ΗΡΑΚΛΗ2
ὦ Κη ν αία κρηπὶς βωμών, ιερών οΐαν οΐων ἐπί μοι μελέφ χάριν ήννσω· ω Ζεῦ. οἶον μ’ ἄρ’ ἔθου λώβαν, οιαν ἢν μή ποτ’ ἐγὼ προσιδεῖν ὁ τάλας ωφελον ὄσσοις, τὸδ* ἀκήλητον μανίας άνθος καταδερχθήναι. τις yap ἀοιδὸς, τίς ὁ χειροτέχνης ίατορίας, ος τήνδ’ ἄτην
Α V	/
ε ε,	στρ. α
ἐᾶτέ μ’, ἐᾶτέ με δύσμορον ύστατον, ἐᾶθ’ ύστατον εννάσθαι.1
•πα ττα μου ψαύεις; ποῖ κλίνεις;	στρ. β
άπολεΐς μ’, άττολεΐς. άνατετροφας ο τι και μύσῃ.
ἧςτταί μου, τοτοτοῖ, ἤδ’ αὖθ’ ἕρπει. πόθεν ἔστ’, ώ •πάντων Έλλανων άδικώτατοι άνέρες, οϋς δη
1 ἐατἐμε δόστανον (υνάσαι MSS., Wunder corn
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OLD MAN
Did I not bid thee keep Silence, nor scare the sleep That over eyes and head Awhile like balm was spread ?
HYLLUS
Nay, how can I refrain At sight of such grim pain ?
HERACLES
O altar on Cenaean height,
How ill dost thou requite My sacrifice and offerings !
O Zeus, thy worship ruin brings.
Accursed headland, would that ne’er My eyes had seen thine altar-stair !
So had I ’scaped this frenzied rage No incantation can assuage.
Where is the charmer, where the leech,
Whose art a remedy could teach,
Save Zeus alone ? If one could tell Of such a wizard, ’twere a miracle.
O leave me, let me lie	(Str. 1)
In my last agony !
Ye touch me? have a care ! .	(Str. 2)
Would turn me ? O forbear !
To agony ye wake The slumbering ache.
Once more it has me in its grip, the fiend comes on apace.
O Greeks, if ye be Greeks indeed, most faithless of your race !
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πολλὰ μὲν ἐν π ὸν τῳ κατά τε δρία πάντα καθαίρων ὼλεκὁμαν ὁ τάλας, καὶ νῦν ἐπὶ τῷδε νοσοϋντι ου πῦρ, οὐκ ἔγχος τις ὸνήσιμον οὐκ επιτρέψει;
ἕ ἔ,	ἀντ. α'
οὐδ’ άπαράζαι κράτα βία1 θέλει μολὼν τοῦ στυγερόν; φευ φευ.
ΠΡΕ2ΒΤ2
ώ παῖ τοῦδ’ άνδρός, τονργον τόδε μεῖζον ανήκει ή κατ εμαν ρώμαν σὺ δὲ σύΧΧαβε. σοι yap έτοιμα
ἐς πΧέον η δι εμού σωζειν.2
ΤΛΛ02
ψαύω μεν εγωγε,	1.020
Χαθίττονον δ* όδυνάν ου τ’ ἔνδοθεν οὔτε θύραθεν ἔστι μοι εξαννσαι βίοτον· τοιαΰτα νέμει Ζεὺς.
ΗΡΑΚΛΗ5
ὦ παῖ, ποῦ ποτ’ εἶ; τᾴδέ με τᾴδέ με	στρ. γ
πρόσΧαβε κουφίσας, ἔ ἔ, ίω δαΐμον.
θρωσκει δ’ αὖ, θρωσκει δειΧαία	ἀντ. β'
διοΧοΰσ ημάς
ἀποτίβατος άγρια νόσος.	*0·*)
ὦ Παλλὰς Παλλάς, τόδε μ’ αὖ Χωβάται. ἰὼ παῖ, τον φυτό ρ οίκτίρας, άνεττίφθονον εϊρνσον εγχος, τταϊσον εμάς νττο κλῇδος* ἀκοὐ δ* ἄχος, ᾤ μ’ έχόΧωσεν
σὰ μάτηρ άθεος, τὰν ώδ’ έττίδοιμι ττεσονσαν
αὕτως, ώδ’ αὕτως ως μ* ώλεσεν. ώ 7λνκὺς Ἀιδας, 1040
1 βίου MSS., Wakefield corn a σοι τε γάρ ὅμμα Ιμπλεον MSS., Jebb corr.
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For you I laboured hugely and spent my sell’, to free Your land from ravening beasts of prey and monsters of the sea;
And now in long drawn agony ye leave me to expire. Will none of you deliver me with sword or kindly fire ?
Would God that I were dead !	(Ant. 1)
Will no man sever at a stroke this head ?
OLD MAN
O help me, son of Heracles, for I am all too frail To ease him ; if thou lend thine aid, perchance we may prevail.
I1VLLU8
That will I, but nor thou nor I can rid him of the pain
That haunts him to the very end. Such doom the gods ordain.
HERACLES
(Sir. 3)
My son, where art thou ? Raise me, hold me here, here !	(Afit. 2)
Ah me ! once more the pest doth leap Upon me and its fangs bite deep.
Fallas ! ’tis torture. O for pity save
Thy father; son, unsheath an innocent glaive,
Pierce thy sire’s heart and so the wild pain cure That from thine impious mother 1 endure.
Thus may I see her die, like mine her end J
ζ 2
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ἀντ. y
ω Διὸς αὐθαίμων, εύνασον εύνασον μ ωκυττέτα μόρω τ ον μέΧεον φθίσας,
ΧΟΡ02
κλύουσ’ ἔφριξα τάσδε συμφοράς, φίλα,ι, άνακτος, οΐαις οἷος ὦν ἐλαύνεται.
ΗΡΑΚΛΗ2
ώ πολλὰ δὴ καὶ θερμά κου λόγῳ1 κακὰ καὶ χερσὶ καὶ νώτοισι μοχθησας ἐγώ* κούττω τοιοΰτον οντ ἄκοιτις ἡ Διὸς ττρούθηκεν οὔθ’ ὁ στυγνὺς Εὐρυσθεὺς ἐμοί, οἷον τὁδ’ ἡ δολῶπις Οίνέως κόρη	1050
καθηψεν ώμοις τοῖς ἐμοῖς Ἐρινύων υφαντόν άμφίβληστρον, φ διὁλλυμαι. ττΧευραϊσι yap προσμαχθόν ἐκ μὲν ἐσχάτας βέβρωκε σάρκας, ττλεύμονός τ’ αρτηρίας ροφεΐ ξυνοικούν, εκ δὲ χλωρόν αἷμα μου πέπωκεν ἤδη, καὶ διέφθαρμαι δέμας τὺ πᾶν, άφράστψ τῇδε χειρωθείς πέδη. κοὐ ταῦτα λόγχη πεδιάς, οὔθ’ ὁ yηyεvης στρατός Γιγάντων οὐτε θήρειος βία, οὔθ’ Ἐλλὰς οὔτ’ ἄγλωσσος οὔθ’ όσην ἐγὼ 1060 γαῖαν καθαίρων ί κόμην, εδρασέ πω· γυνὴ δὲ, θῆλυς φυσά 2 κοὐκ άνδρός φύσιν, μόνη με δη καθεΐΧε φaσyάvoυ δίχα. ώ παῖ, yεvoυ μοι παῖς ἐτήτυμος γεγὼς, καὶ μὴ τὺ μητρός ονομα ττρεσβεύσης πλέον, δὁς μοι χεροΐν σαΐν αυτός εξ οϊκου Χαβων ἐς χεῖμα τὴν τεκουσαν, ως εἰδὼ σάφα εἰ τ θύμον άXy€Ϊς μάλλον ἢ κείνης όρων Χωβητόν είδος εν δίκη κακούμενον. ϊθ\ ω τέκνον, τόΧμησον οϊκτιρόν τε με	1070
1	καί λἀγφ MSS., Bothe corr. 2 οδσα MSS., Nauck corn 340
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TRACHINIAE
(Ant. 3)
Brother of Zeus, kind Death, be now my friend ;
Lay me to rest and swift deliverance send.
CHORUS
I shudder, friends, to hear this woful plaint.
How great^a hero, and how ill bestead !
HERACLES
Many and grievous, not in name alone,
The toils and burdens of these hands, these loins. Yet trial like to this was never set me By Heaven’s Queen or grim Eurystheus’ hate,
Such as the child of Oeneus, false and fair,
Hath fastened on my back, this hellish net She wove to snare me, in whose coils I die.
It hugs me close, it eats into my flesh,
It sucks the channels of my breath, hath drained My life-blood, and my whole frame wastes and withers,
Fast locked in these unutterable bonds.
And this my fall no warrior’s lance hath wrought Nor Giant’s earth-born brood, nor savage beast,
Nor Grecian nor barbarian, nor the lands Whither I fared to rid them of their pests;
No, but a woman, weak as all her sex,
Hath quelled me, single-handed and unarmed.
Son, show thyself thy father’s son in deed,
Mine, not thy mother’s—mother in name alone.
Hale her thyself, hand her thyself to me,
The wretch, that when she meets her righteous doom
I may make trial which sight moves thee more,
A mother’s or a fathers agony.
For pity’s sake shrink not; to see me thus
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ποΧλοισιν οίκτρόν, ὅστις ὥστε παρθένος
βέβρυχα κλαίων, καί τόδ’ οὐδ’ αν εἶς ποτε
τὁνδ’ ἄνδρα φαίη προσ θ' ἰδεῖν δεδρακότα,
ἀλλ’ ἀστένακτος αἰὲν είπόμην κακοῖς.
νῦν δ* ἐκ τοιοὑτου θῆλυς ηὕρημαι τάλας.
καὶ νῦν προσελθων στῆθι πλησίον πατρός,
σκέψαι θ οποίας ταῦτα συμφοράς υπ ο
πέπονθα· δείξω γὰρ τάδ’ ἐκ κάλυμμα των.
ἰδού, θεᾶσθε Πάντες ἄθλιον δέμας,
ορατέ τον δύστηνον, ως οίκτρως ἔχω.	1080
αἰαῖ, ἀ τάλας,
εθαλψεν ατης σπασμός ἀρτίως ὅδ* αὖ, διῇξε πλευρών, οὐδ’ άηύμν αστόν μ εάν έοικεν ἡ τάλαινα διάβορος νόσος. ώναξ Ἀίδη, δέξαι μ’, ὦ Διὸς άκτίς, παϊσον, ἔνσεισον, ωναξ, εγκατάσκηψον βέλος, πάτερ, κεραυνού· δαινυται γὰρ αὖ πάλιν, ήνθηκεν, έξώρμηκειν. ω χέρες χέρες,
& νώτα και στέρν, & φίλοι βραχίονες,	1090
ὑμεῖς δὲ κείνοι δὴ καθέσταθ*, οι ποτε *
Νεμἑας ένοικον, βουκόλων άλάστορα
λέοντ, άπλατον θρέμμα κάπροσήηορον,
βία κατείρα άσασθε, Αερναίαν θ' υδραν,
διφυή τ αμχκτον ίπποβάμονα στρατόν
Θηρών, υβριστήν άνομον, υπέροχον βίαν,
Ερυμάνθιὁν τε Θήρα, τον θ’ ὑπὸ χθονος
° Α ιδού Τρίκρανον σκύλακ, άπρόσμαχον τέρας,
δεινής Έχίονης θρέμμα, τον τε χρυσέων
δβάκοντα μήλων φύλακ επ' έσχάτοις τοποις. 1100
άλλων τε μόχθων μυρίων έηευσάμην,
κούδεις τροπαΐ έστησε των εμων χερών*
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(Ἕwould move to pity e’en a heart of stone)
Puling and weeping like a girl, unmanned.
So none can boast to have seen me, for till now I took whate’er befell me with a smile.
And now—’tis I who play the woman now.
Come closer, stand beside me ; see, my son,
To what a pass ill fate hath brought thy sire.
Lo, I will lift the veil; look all of you On this poor maimed body, and declare Was ever wretch so piteous as I.
Ah me!
Again the deadly spasm*; it shoots and bums Through all my vitals. Will it never end,
This struggle with the never-dying worm ?
Lord of the Dead, receive me !
Smite me, O fire of Zeus !
Hurl, Father, on my head thy crashing bolt!
Again it burgeons, blossoms, blazes forth,
The all-consuming plague.
O hands, my hands,
Arms, breast and shoulders, once all puissant,
Are ye the same whose thews pf old sul>dued The scourge of herdsmen in his savage lair,
The NemeAn lion, a beast untamable;
Slew the Lenaean hydra ; overcame
That twy-form multitude, half man, half horse,
Rude, lawless, savage, unapproachable,
Unmatched in might; and the Erymantliian boar ; Tamed in the nether world the monstrous whelp Of dread Echidna, the three-headed hound Of Hades, and the dragon-guard who watched The golden apples at the world’s far end.
These were my toils, and others manifold,
And none could ever boast of my defeat.
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νῦν δ’ ὦδ’ άναρθρος καί κατερρακωμένος τνφΧής υπ ἄτης εκπεπόρθημαι τάλας, ὁ της άρίστης μητρος ωνομασμένος, ὁ τοῦ κατ’ άστρα Ζηνος αύδηθείς γόνος. ἀλλ’ εὖ 7ἐ τοι τὁδ’ ἴστε, κ&ν το μηδὲν ὦ κ&ν μηδὲν ἕρπω, τήν γε δράσασαν τάδε χειρώσομαι κἀκ τῶνδε· ττροσμοΧοι μόνον, ίν εκδίδαχθτ) πᾶσιν άγγεΧΧειν ὅτι καὶ ζών κακούς γε καὶ θανων ἐτισάμην. Χ0Ρ02
ὦ τλἣμον Ελλἀς, πένθος οἷον είσορώ ἔξουσαν, ἀνδρὸς τοῦδε γ’ εἰ σφαΧησεται.
ΤΛΛ02
ἐπεὶ τταρέσχες ἀντιφωνησαι, πάτερ, σιγήν τταρασχών κΧνθί μου, νόσων ὅμως* αίτησομαι γ άρ σ &ν δίκαια τυγχάνει ν. δός μοι σεαυτὸν, μὴ τοσοῦτον ὡς δάκνει θυμῷ δνσοργος· οὐ 7ὰρ ἄν γνοίης ἐν οἶς χαίρειν πρόθυμε ι κἀν ὅτοις ἀλγεῖς μάτην.
ΗΡΑΚΛΗ2
εἰπὼν δ χρῄζεις λῆξον ὡς ἐγὼ νόσων οὐδὲν ξυνίημ’ ών σὺ ποικίλλεις πάλαι. ΤΛΛ05
τῆς μητρος ήκω της ἐμῆς φράσων ἐν οῖς νῦν ἐστιν ώς θ’ ἢμαρτεν οὐχ ακούσια,
ΗΡΑΚΛΗ2
ω παγκάκιστε, καί παρεμνησω 7ὰρ αὖ τῆς πατροφόντου μητρος, ως κΧύειν ἐμέ; ΤΛΛ02
ἔχει γὰρ ούτως ώστε μὴ σιγάν πρἐπειν.
ΗΡΑΚΛΗΣ
οὐ δῆτα τοῖς γε πρόσθεν ήμαρτημένοις. 344
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TRACHINIAE
Now out of joint, a thing of shreds I lie Baffled by hands invisible, I who claim A mother of the noblest, and for sire The ruler of the starry heavens, Zeus.
But of one thing be sure, though I am naught And cannot stir a step, yet even thus I am a match for her who wrought my woe.
Let her but come that she may learn of me This lesson to repeat to all, that I Living and dying chastened all that’s vile.
CHORUS
O hapless Greece, what mourning will be thine, If thou must lose thy mightiest warrior ?
HYLLU8
0	father, since thy silence seems to invite An answer, hear me, stricken though thou art.
1	shall but ask what’s fair; O be again
Thy true self, not by pain and rage distraught; Else wilt thou never learn how vain thy thirst For vengeance, how unjust thy bitterness.
HERACLES
Say what thou wilt and end ; I am too sick To catch the drift of all thy riddling words.
HYLLUS
’Tis of my mother I would tell thee—how She fares, and how unwittingly she sinned.
HERACLES
O shameless reprobate, thou dar’st to name Thy father’s murderess, name her too to me ?
HYLLUS
Her case is such that silence were unmeet.
HERACLES
Of her past misdeeds it was meet to speak.
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ΤΛΛ02
ἀλλ’ οὐδὲ μὲν δὴ τοῖς γ’ ἐφ’ ημέραν ἐρεῖς. ΗΡΑΚΛΗ2
λέγ’, εύΧαβού δὲ μὴ φανῇς κακός γεγὡς. ΤΛΛ02
λέγω· τ έθνη κεν ἀρτίως νεοσφατγης.
ΗΡΑΚΗΛ2
πρὸς τοῦ; τέρας τοι διὰ κακών έθέσπισας. ΤΛΛ02
αὐτὴ πρὸς αὑτῆς, ούΒενος πρὸς ἐκτὑπου. ΗΡΑΚΛΗ2
οἵμοι· πρὶν ω? χρῆν σφ’ ἐξ ἐμῆς θανεῖν χερος; ΤΛΛ02
κἀν σοῦ στραφειη θυμός, εἰ τὺ πᾶν μάθοις. ΗΡΑΚΛΗΣ
δεινοῦ λἀγου κατήρξας· εἰπὲ δ’ ἦ νοεῖς.
ΤΛΛ05
ἅπαν τὺ χρῆμ\ ἦμαρτε χρηστά μωμένη. ΗΡΑΚΛΗ2
χρήστ’, ώ κάκιστε, πατέρα σ ον κτείνασα Βρα; ΤΛΛ02
στέρτγημα γὰρ Βοκονσα προσβαΧεΐν σέθεν άπήμπΧαχ, ως προσεῖδβ τοὺς ἔνδον χαμούς. ΗΡΑΚΛΗ2
καὶ τίς τοσοῦτος φαρμακεύς Ύραχινίων; ΤΛΛ02
Νἐσσος πάλαι Κένταυρος εξέπεισέ νιν τοιφΒε φίλτρῳ τὸν σὺν εκ μην αι πόθον.
ΗΡΑΚΛΗ2
ἰοὺ ἰοὺ δύστηνος, οϊχομαι τάλας· ὅλωλ’ ὅλωλα, φέγγος οὐκέτ’ ἔστι μοι,
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HYLLUS
And of her deeds this day, as thou wilt own.
HERACLES
Speak, but I fear thy speech will prove thee base.
HYLLUS
Hear then. She is dead, slain but an ΙιομΓ agone.
HERACLES
By whom ? this portent likes me not; ’tis strange.
HVLLU8
By her own hand, none other, was she slain.
HERACLES
Out on her! she hath baulked my just revenge.
HYLLUS
E’en thou wouldst soften if thou knewest all.
HERACLES
A wondrous prologue! make thy meaning plain.
HYLLUS
The sum is this : she erred with good intent.
HERACLES
“ Good,” say’st thou, wretch ? Was it good to slay thy sire ?
HYLLUS
Nay, when she saw thy new bride, she devised A charm to win thee back, but was misled.
HERACLES
Could Trachis boast a wizard of such might ?
HYLLUS
The Centaur Nessus taught her long ago How to enkindle in thy heart love’s flame.
HEKACLES
Alas, alas! I am undone, undone,
The light of day has left me ; now l see
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οἵμοι, φρονώ δὴ ξυμφορας ιν’ ἕσταμεν. ἵθ’, ὦ τέκνον, πατὴρ γὰρ οὐκέτ’ ἔστι σοι· κάλει τὺ πᾶν μοι σπέρμα σών ὁμαιμὁνων, κάλει δὲ την τάλαιναν Ἀλκμήνην, Διὸς μάτην ἄκοιτιν, ως τβλευταίαν ἐμοῦ φημην πύθησθε θεσφάτων ὅσ’ οἶδ* ἐγώ.
ΤΛΛ02
ἀλλ’ οὔτε μήτηρ ἐνθάδ’, ἀλλ’ ἐπακτίᾳ Τίρυνθι συμβεβηκεν ωστ ἔχειν ἕδραν. παίδων δὲ τοὺς μὲν ξυΧΚαβουσ αὐτὴ τρέφει, τους δ’ ἄν τὺ θήβης ἄστυ ναίοντας μάθοις· ημείς δ’ ὅσοι ττάρεσμεν, εϊ τι χρή, πάτερ, πράσσειν, κλύοντες εξνπηρετησομεν,
ΗΡΑΚΛΗ2
σὺ δ’ οὖν ακούε τovpyov εξηκεις δ’ ἵνα φανείς οποΐος ών ἀνὴρ ἐμὸς καλεῖ. ἐμοὶ γὰρ ἢν προφαντόν εκ πατρός πάλαι, των εμπνεόντων1 μηδενὸς θανεῖν ὑπο, ἀλλ’ ὅστις Ἀ ιδού φθίμενος οἰκήτωρ πε\οι. ὅδ’ οὖν ὸ θὴρ Κένταυρος, ώς τὺ θεῖον ἦν προφαντόν, ον τω ζώντά μ εκτεινεν θανών. φανώ δ’ ἐγὼ τοὑτοισι συμβαίνοντ ϊσα μαντεία καινά, τοῖς παλαι ξυνήγορα, α τῶν όρείων καί χαμαικοιτών ἐγὼ Σελλών ἐσελθὼν ἄλσος είσεηραφάμην προς της πατρφας καί πολυγλώσσου δρυός, ἦ μοι χρονφ τῷ ζώντι καὶ παρόντι νυν έφασκε μόχθων τών εφεστώτων ἐμοὶ λύσιν τέλεΐσθαΐ' κἀδὁκουν πράξειν καλώς. τὺ δ’ ἦν ἄρ’ οὐδὲν ἄλλο πλὴν θανεῖν ἐμέ. τοῖς γὰρ θανοΰσι μόχθος ου προσχώνεται,
1 πρός τών ιτνεοντων MSS., Erfurdtcorr.
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In what extremity of fate I stand.
Go, son, thy father is no more ; go summon Thy brethren one and all, go summon too Alemena, bride of Zeus—an empty name—* That from my dying lips ye all may learn What oracles I know.
HYLLU8
I cannot call
Thy mother; she at Tiryns by the sea Far hence abides ; and of thy children some She took to live with her ; others at Thebes,
As thou may’st learn, are lodged ; but all of us Here present, father, will obey thy hest.
HERACLES
Then listen thou and heed me. Now’s the hour To prove thy breed—if thou art rightly called My son. It was foreshown me by my sire That I should perish by no living wight,
But by a dweller in the realms of Death.
So by this Centaur beast, as was foretold,
I perish, I the living by the dead.
A later oracle, as thou shalt learn,
Meets and confirms the ancient prophecy.
’Twas in the grove whose priests, the Selli, make The earth their bed, rude hillsmen, that I heard it Breathed by my Father’s oak of many tongues ; Heard it, and wrote it down, my present doom, Now at this living moment brought to pass. Release it promised from my toils, and ϊ Augured a happy life, but it meant death,
For with the dead there can be no more toil.
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ταῦτ’ οὖν ἐπειδὴ λαμπρὰ συμβαίνει, τέκνον, δεῖ σ αὖ γενίσθαι τῷδε τἀνδρὶ σύμμαχον καὶ μὴ ’τπμεῖυαι τοὐμὸν ὸξῦναι στόμα, ἀλλ’ αυτόν είκαθόντα συμπράσσειν, νόμον κάλλιστον εξευρόντα, πειθαρχειν πατρί. ΤΛΛ02
ἀλλ*, ὦ πάτερ, ταρβώ μεν εἰς λόγου στάσιν τοιάνδ’ ἐπελσων, πείσομαι δ’ ἄ σοι δοκεῖ. ΗΡΑΚΛΗ2
εμβαΧΧε χει ρα δεξιὰ ν πρώτιστά μοι·
ΤΛΛ02
ως προς τί πίστιν τήνδ’ ἄγαν επιστρέφεις; ΗΡΑΚΛΗ2
οὐ θάσσον οϊσεις μηδ’ απιστήσεις έμοί; ΤΛΛ02
ἰδοὺ προτείνω, κοὐδὲν άντειρήσεται.
ΗΡΑΚΛΗ2
ὅμνυ Διὸς νυν τοῦ με φύσαντος κάρα,
ΤΛΛ03
ἦ μὴν τί δράσειν; και τὁδ’ εξειρήσεται; ΗΡΑΚΛΗ2
ἦ μὴν ἐμοὶ τὺ Χεχθέν ἔργον ἐκτβλεῖν.
ΤΛΛ02
ομνυμ ἔγωγε, Ζῆν’ εχων επώμοτον.
ΗΡΑΚΛΗΣ
εἰ δ’ ἐκτὸς εΧθοις, πημονάς εΰχου λαβεῖν. ΤΛΛ02
οὐ μὴ \άβω· δράσω γάρ· εύχομαι δ’ όμως· ΗΡΑΚΛΗΣ
οἶσθ’ οὖν τὸν Οϊτης Ζηνός υψιστον πάηον;
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Since, then, my weird thus plainly comes to pass, Thou, son, must do thy part and lend thine aid. Delay not till I goad thee in my wrath,
But aid me with a will as one who knows The golden rule, a father to obey.
HYLLUS
Yea, father, though the issue gives me pause And I misdoubt thy purport, I’ll obey.
HERACLES
Well said, but first lay thy right hand in mine.
HYLLUS
Wherefore impose on me this needless pledge ?
HERACLES
Thy hand at once ; obey and argue not.
HYLLUS
Here is my hand ; I do as I am bid.
HEKACLES
Now by the head of Zeus my Father swear.
HYLLUS
What wouldst thou have me swear ? May I not know ?
HERACLES
Swear to perform the task that I enjoin.
HYLLUS
I will and take the oath, so help me Zeus.
HERACLES
And add thereto the curse on perjurers.
HYLLUS
No need, for I shall keep it; yet I will.
HEHACLES
Thou know’st the peak of Oeta, shrine of Zeus ?
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ΤΛΛ05
οἶδ’, ως θυτηρ γε πολλὰ δὴ σταθείς ἄνω. ΗΡΑΚΛΗ2
ενταύθα νυν χρὴ τ θύμον εξάραντα σε σ ω ρ αύτσχειρα καί ξύν οἶς χρίζεις φίλων. πολλὴν μὲν ὕλην της βαθύρριζου Βρυός κείραντα, πολλὸν δ’ άρσεν εκτεμόνθ' ὁμοῦ άγριον ἔλαιον, σώμα τοὐμὸν ἐμβαλεῖν, και πεύκινης λαβόντα λαμπάΒος σέλας πρήσαι. γόου δὲ μηδὲν είσίτω Βάκρυ, ἀλλ’ άστενακτος κάΒάκρυτος, εϊπερ ει τοῦδ’ ἀνδρὸς, ἔρξον εἰ δὲ μή, μένω σ* ἐγὼ καὶ νέρθεν ών αραιός εισαεί βαρύς.
ΤΛΛ02
οἵμοι, πάτερ, τί δ’ εἶπας; οἷά μ’ εϊργασαι. ΗΡΑΚΛΗ2
όποια Βράστε ἐστίν εἰ δὲ μη, πατρός άλλου γενοΰ του μηδ’ ἑμὺς κληθης ἔτι.
ΤΛΛ02
οἵμοι μάλ’ αὖθις, οἷά μ’ έκκαλει, πάτερ, φονέα γενέσθαι καί παλαμναΖον σέθεν. ΗΡΑΚΛΗ2
οὐ δῆτ’ εγωγ’, ἀλλ’ ὦν ἔχω παιώνιον καί μοΰνον Ιατηρα των εμων κακών.
ΤΛΛ02
καὶ πώς ύπαίθων σωμ &ν Ιφμην το σόν; ΗΡΑΚΛΗ2
ἀλλ’ εἰ φοβεΐ προς τοῦτο, τἄλλα γ’ ἔργα σαι. ΤΛΛ02
φοράς γέ τοι φθόνησις ου ηενησεται.
ΗΡΑΚΛΗ2
ἢ καὶ πυράς πλήρωμα της είρημένης;
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HYLLUS
Yea, I have climbed it oft to sacrifice.
HERACLES
Thither thyself, thou with what friends thou wilt, Must carry me. From the deep-rooted oak Lop many a branch, and many a faggot hew From the wild-olive’s lusty stock, and lay me Upon the pyre. Kindle a torch of pine,
And fire it. Not a tear or wail or moan!
Unweeping, unlamenting must thou do Thy part and prove thou art indeed my son.
Fail, and my ghost shall haunt thee ever more.
HYLLUS
O father, canst thou mean it ? Hear 1 right ?
HERACLES
Thou hast thy charge. If thou refuse it, get Another sire, be called no more my son.
HYLLUS
O woe is me ! What dost thou ask, that I Should be thy murderer, a parricide ?
HERACLES
Not so, but healer of my sufferings,
The one physician that can cure my pains.
HYLLUS
How can I heal thy stricken frame by fire ?
HERACLES
Well, if thou shrink from this, perform the rest.
HYLLUS
The task of bearing thee I will not grudge.
HERACLES
Nor yet to heap the pyre, as I have bid ?
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ΤΛΛ02
ὅσον 7’ αν αὐτὸς μὴ ττοτιψανων χεροϊν τὰ δ’ ἄλλα ττράξω κοὐ καμβῖ τοὐμὸν μέρος. ΗΡΑΚΛΗ2
ἀλλ’ ἀρκέσει και ταῦτα* πρὁσνειμαι δέ μοι χάριν βραχεΐαν ττ ρος μακροῖς άλΧοις διδούς. ΤΛΛ02
εἰ καὶ μακρά κάρτ ἐστίν, ἐργασθήσεται.
ΗΡΑΚΛΗ5
τὴν Εὐρυτείαν οισθα δῆτα παρθένον;
ΤΛΛ03
Ιὁλην ἔλεξας, ὦς γ* ἐπεικάζειν ἐμέ.
ΗΡΑΚΛΗ2
ἔγνως. τοσοῦτον δή σ’ ἐπισκήπτω, τέκνον ταντην ἐμοῦ θανὁντος, εἴπερ ευσεβειν βούλει, πατρφων όρκίων μεμνημένος, προσθού δάμαρτα, μηδ’ απίστησες πατρί· μηδ’ ἄλλος ἀνδρῶν τοῖς ἐμοῖς πλευροῖς ὁμοῦ κλιθεῖσαν αὐτὴν ἀντὶ σοῦ λάβῃ1 ποτὲ, ἀλλ’ αὐτὸς, ὦ παῖ, τοῦτο κήδευσον λέχος, πείθου· τὺ γάρ τοι μεγάλα πιστεύσαντ’ ἐμοὶ σμικροΐς ἀπιστεῖν τὴν πάρος συηχεϊ χάριν. ΤΛΛ02
οἵμοι* τὺ μὲν νοσούν τι θυμοῦσθαι κακόν, τὺ δ’ ώδ’ ὁρᾶν φρονοΰντα τίς ποτ’ ἄν φεροι; ΗΡΑΚΛΗ2
ὡς ἐργασείων οὐδὲν ών λέγω θροεις.
ΤΛΛ02
τίς γάρ 7Γθθ’, ἦ μοι μητρϊ μὲν θανεῖν μὁνη μεταίτιος σοι τ αυθις ως ἔχεις ἔχειν,
1 κάβοι MSS., Ehnsley corr.
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TRACHINIAE
HYLLUS
So that I light it not with my own hands;
All else I will perform and do my part.
HERACLES	,
That will suffice. But add one other boon,
A little one, to crown the great ones given.
HYLLUS
It shall be granted, be it ne’er so great.
HERACLES
Thou know’st the maiden, child of Eurytus ?
HYLLUS
Methinks thou meanest Ιοίέ.
HERACLES
None else.
This is my charge to thee concerning her.
When I am dead, if thou wouldst keep the oath Thou sworest to obey thy father’s will,
Take her to wife, let not another have her Who by my side hath lain ; but thine, my son— Thine let her be, joined in the marriage bond.
Much hast thou granted, to refuse one more,
One little boon, would cancel all the score.
HYLLUS
Ah me ! ’tis ill to quarrel with one %ick—
But who could bear to see him in this mind ?
HERACLES
Thy murmuring augurs disobedience.
HYLLtfS
What her, the sole cause of my mother’s death,
And worse, the cause of this thy grievous plight!
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TIJAXINIAI
τίς ταῦτ’ ἄν, ὅστις μὴ ’ξ άΚαστόρων νοσοι, ἕλοιτο; κρείσσον κἀμέ γ*, ώ πάτερ, θανεῖν ἢ τοῖσιν ἐχθίστοισι συνναίειν ὁμοῦ.
ΗΡΑΚΛΗ5
ἀνὴρ ὅδ’, ώς ἔοικεν, οὐ νέμειν ἐμοὶ φθίνοντι μοίραν ἀλλά τοι θεών ἀρὰ μενεῖ σ’ άπιστησαντα τοῖς ἐμοῖς λἀγοις. ΤΛΛ03
ώμοι, τάχ, ως ἔοικας, ώς νοσείς φράσεις.
ΗΡΑΚΛΗ5
σὺ γάρ μ’ ἀπ’ εὐνασθέντος ἐκκινεῖς κακού. ΤΛΛ02
δείλαιος, ώς ἐς πολλὰ τἀπορεῖν ἔχω.
ΗΡΑΚΛΗ2
οὐ γὰρ δικαιοῖς τοῦ φυτεύσαντος κλύειν. ΎΑΑ02
ἀλλ’ ἐκδιδαχθῶ δῆτα δυσσεβεῖν, πάτερ; ΗΡΑΚΛΗ2
οὐ δυσσέβεια, τοὐμὸν εἰ τέρψεις κέαρ. ΤΛΛ05
πράσσειν άνοιας οὖν με πανδίκως τάδε; ΗΡΑΚΛΗΣ
ἔγωγε· τούτων μάρτυρας κα\ώ θεούς.
ΤΛΛ02	·
τοιγὰρ πτοήσω κούκ άττώσομαι, το σὺν θεοῖσι δεικνὺς ἔργον οὐ γὰρ ἄν ποτε κακός φανείην σοι ye πιστεύσας, πάτερ. ΗΡΑΚΛΗ2
καλῶς τελευτάς, κἀπὶ τοῖσδε τὴν 'χάριν ταχεϊαν, ω παῖ, ττρόσθες, ώς πρὶν εμπεσεῖν σπαραημον η τ tv οίστρον, ἐς πυράν με θῇς.
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Who, were he not possessed of fiends, would do it ? Better, my father, I with thee should die Than live united with our direst foe.
HERACLES
The boy, it seems, is not inclined to heed A father’s dying prayer; but heaven’s curse Awaits full sure a disobedient son.
HYLLUS
I fear thy frenzy soon will show itself.
HERACLE8
Yea, for thou wakenest my pain that slept.
HYLLUS
0	what a coil of dread perplexities!
HERACLES
Because thou wilt not deign to heed thy sire.
HYLLUS
What, must I learn impiety from thee ?
HERACLES
’Tis piety to glad a father’s heart.
HYLLUS
1	have thy warrant then for what I do ?
HERACLG8
I call the gods to witness it is just.
HYLLUS
Then I consent and hesitate no more.
Let heaven attest this act of thine, for I Cannot be blamed for filial piety.
HERACLES
Thou endest well. Now crown thy gracious words With action ; haste and lay me on the pyre Before the spasms and fever-fit return.
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ary ἐγκονεῖτ’, αίρεσθε· παῦλα τοι κακῶν αὕτη, τεΧευτὴ τοῦδε τἀνδρὺς ύστατη.
ΤΛΛ02
ἀλλ* οὐδὲν εἵργει σοι τελειοῦσθαι τάδε, ἐπεὶ κελεύεις κάξαναγκάξβις, πάτερ.
ΗΡΑΚΛΗ2
ἄγε νυν, πρὶν τήνδ* άνακινησαι νόσον, ώ ψυχή σκληρά, χάλυβος λιθοκόλλητου ατόμιον παρἐχουσ’, avdirave βοήν, ὡς ἐπίχαρτσν τελέουσ’ ἀεκούσιον ἔργον.
ΤΑΛ02
αἵρετ’, ὸπαδοί, μεγάλην μὲν ἐμοὶ τούτων θίμενοι συγγνωμοσύνην, μεγάλην δὲ θεῶν αγνωμοσύνην εἱδὁτες ἔργω ν των πρασσομένων, οἳ φυσά ντες καὶ κλῃζὁμενοι πατέρες τοιαῦτ’ έφορωσι πάθη. τὰ μὲν οὖν μέλλοντ’ οὐδεὶς έφορα, τα δὲ νῦν ίστωτ οἰκτρὰ μὲν ἡμῖν, αισχρά δ* ἐκείνοις, χαλεπώτατα δ’ οὖν ἀνδρῶν πάντων τῷ τήνδ’ ατην ύπεχοντι.
λείπου μηδὲ σύ, παρθέν, απ οίκων, μεγάλους μὲν ἰδοῦσα νέους θανάτους, πολλὰ δὲ π ή ματ α και καινσπαθη, κοὺδὲν τούτων ο τι μη Ζεὺς.
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(To attendants)
Ho, haste and lift me. Thus I find repose The end and consummation of my woes.
HYLLUS
Since, father, this thou straitly dost command, Naught hinders the fulfilment of thy will.
HERACLES
Rouse, arm thyself, O stubborn heart,
Before again the plague upstart;
Set on thy lips a curb of steel,
Thy mouth let stony silence seal;
Go meet thy doom without a cry,
A victim, happy thus to die.
HYLLUS
Lift him, men, nor take amiss That I bear a part in this.
We are blameless, but confess That the gods are pitiless.
Children they beget, and claim Worship in a father’s name,
Yet with apathetic eye Look upon such agony.
What is yet to be none knows,
But the present’s fraught with woes,
Woes for us, for them deep shame ;
And of all beneath the sun Worse than he hath suffered none.
Come, maidens, come away!
Horrors have ye seen this day,
Dire death and direr fall:
And Zeus hath wrought it all.
[Exeunt omnes.
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ARGUMENT
Nine years before the play begins Philoctetes, afflicted by a noisome mound, had been landed by the Greek chiefs on the desert island of Lemnos. He bore with him the famous bom and arroms of Heracles ; and mithout these, as a seer aftermards declared to them, Troy could not be taken. So Odysseus mas commissioned to bnng back by force or fraud the hero and his arms, and he took mith him, to aid him in his purpose, the son of Achilles, Philoctetes* dearest friend.
When the play begins Odysseus has landed and is instructing Neoptolemus in his part. He is to find Philoctetes and reveal mho he is, but pretend that he has come to take him back, not to Troy, but home to Greece. Neoptolemus at first indignantly declines the task and is hardly persuaded to play the traitor. He meets Philoctetes coming forth from his cave, makes himself known, and, to gain his confidence, relates t fictitious wrongs that he, too, has suffered at the hands of the Greeks. He consents to take Philoctetes home, but as they are starting for the ship a merchant-captain appears (a sailor disguised by Odysseus) mho tells them that the Greek captains have sent in pursuit of both. They hasten their departure, but first visit the cave that Philoctetes may fetch away the simples he needs to dress his mound.
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ARGUMENT
As he is leaving the cave Pkilocteles is seised with a paroxysm of pain. Knowing that after such attacks deep slumber is wont to follow, he entrusts his bow and arrows to Neoptolemus who swears to keep them safe and restore them to their owner. On awakening he demands his how, but Neoptolemus refuses to give it hack and confesses the plot that Philoctetes now suspects. Stung by the denouncement of his treachery and the pathetic appeal to his better nature, Neoptolemus repents him and is in the act of restoring the bow, when Odysseus, who has been watching the scene in hiding, appears to prevent him. The bow Odysseus will have ; Philoctetes may go or stay as he chooses. The pair depart together for the ships and Philoctetes is left behind with the chorus of sailors who endeavour to persuade him to return with them. But he is obdurate and they are about to leave him when Neoptolemus is seen hurrying back with the bow, closely followed by Odysseus who tries in vain to arrest him and threatens to denounce him as a traitor to the host. Philoctetes regains his bow and would have used it to let fly a mortal shaft at Odysseus, had not Neoptolemus stayed his hand.	Again he is urged to go back to Troy
and again he refuses. Neoptolemus true to his word, reluctantly agrees to convey him home. At this point an apparition is seen in the air above them, the divine form of Heracles, sent by Zeus from Olympus to bid Philoctetes go back to Troy with Neoptolemus and so fulfil the oracle. At last he bows to the will of Heaven.
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DRAMATIS PERSONAE
Odysseus.
Neoptolemus.
Philoctetes.
Sailor {disguised as Merchant Captain). Heracles.
Chorus, Scyrian sailors of Neoptolemus' Crew. Scene : Rocky Coast on the Island of Lemnos.
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ΦΙΛΟΚΤΗΤΗΣ
ΟΔΤ22ΕΤ2
'Ακτή μὲν ἢδε τῆς περιρρὑτθυ γθονος Λήμνον, βροτοις αστιπτος ούο οικουμένη, ενθ*, ω κρατίστου πατρὸς Ελλήνων τραφείς Ἀ^ιλλἑως παῖ Νεοπτόλεμε, τὸν Μηλιᾶ Ποιαντος υἱὸν έξέθηκ ἐγώ ποτε, ταχθείς τόδ\ίρδβιν των άνασσόντων ὑπο, νόσφ καταστάζοντα διαβόρφ πόδα· ὅτ ούτε Χοιβής ἡμὶν οὔτε θυμάτων παρην ἑκήλοις προσθιγεΐν, ἀλλ’ ἀγρίοις κατβΐχ ἀεὶ πᾶν στρατόπεδον δνσφημίαις, βοών, στενάζων. ἀλλὰ ταῦτα μὲν τί δεῖ \eyeiv; ακμή yap ον μακρών ή μιν λἀγων, μὴ καὶ μάθη μ’ ή κοντά κακγέω το παν σόφισμα, τῷ νιν αὐτίγ* αιρήσειν δοκώ. ἀλλ’ ἔργον ἡδη σὺν τα λοιφ’ ὑπηρετεῖν σκο7Γ€ΐν θ* Οίτου ’στ’ ενταύθα δίστομος πέτρα τοιάδ’, ἵν’ εν ψ·ὐχει μὲν ἡλίου διπλή πάρεστιν ἐνθάκησις, ἐν θἐρει δ’ ύπνον δι άμφιτρήτος αϋλίου πέμπει πνοή· βαιόν δ’ ἔνερθεν ἐξ ὰριστβρᾶς τάχ ἄν ἵδοις ποτὸν κρηναΐον, εἴπερ ἐστι σῶν. ἄ μοι προσέλθών σῖγα σήμαιν εἴτ’ ἐκεῖ
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Enter odysseus, Neoptolemus; in the background, a SAILOR.
ODYSSEUS
Son of Achilles, Neoptolemus,
Sprung from the noblest of the Grecian host,
This is the beach of Lemnos, sea-girt isle,
A land untrod, untenanted, where once,
As bidden by the chiefs, I put ashore The Malian, son of Poeas, grievously Afflicted by his foot’s envenomed wound.
For us there was no peace at sacrifice Or at libations, but the whole camp rang With his discordant screams and savage yells, Moaning and groaning. But what skills it now To tell this tale ? No time for large discourse That might betray our presence and undo The plot I’ve laid to catch him presently.
To work! it rests with thee to play thy part,
And help me to discover hereabouts A cave with double mouth by nature made To catch on either side the winter sun,
Or by the breeze that through the archway blows Invite in summer’s heat to gentle sleep;
And lower down, a little to the left,
A spring, if still it flows, thou art like to find.
Go warily to work and bring me word,
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χώρον τον αὐτὸν 1 τὁνδ’ ετ εἴτ’ ἄλλῃ κυρεΐ, ὡς τἀπίλοιπα τῶν λἀγων σὺ μὲν κλὑῃς, ἐγὼ δὲ φράζω, κοινὰ δ’ ἐξ ἀμφοῖν ἴῃ. ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ
ἄναξ Ὀδυσσεῦ, τovpyov ον μακράν Xeyew δοκὼ γὰρ οἷον ειπας ἄντρον εἰσορᾶν.
ΟΔΤ22ΕΤ2
ἄνωθεν ἢ κάτωθεν; ου γὰρ εννοώ. ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ
τόδ’ εξύπερθε· καί στίβου y οὐδεὶς κτύπος. ΟΔΤ55ΕΤ5
ο ρα καθ' ύπνον μὴ καταυλισθεὶς κυρεΐ. ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ
ὁρῶ κενήν οϊκησιν ανθρώπων δίχα.
ΟΔΤ52ΕΤ2
οὐδ’ ἕνδον οἰκοποιὸς ἐστί τις τροφή; ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ
στιπτη ye φυΧΧας ως εναυΧίζοντί τῳ. ΟΔΤ55ΕΤ5
τὰ δ’ ἄλλ’ ἔρημα, κούΒεν εσθ' ὑπὁστεγον; ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ
αύτόξυΧόν y’ ἔκπωμα, φ\aυpoυρyoύ τινος τεχνηματ ἀνδρὸς, καὶ πυρεΐ ὁμοῦ τάδε. ΟΔΤ22ΕΤ2
κείνου τὺ θησαύρισμα σημαίνεις τόδε. ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ
ἰοὺ ἰού* καὶ ταῦτα γ’ ἄλΛα θάΧπεται ράκη, βαρείας του νοσηΧείας πλέα.
ΟΔΤ22ΕΤ2
ἀνὴρ κατοικεί τούσΒε τούς τόπους σαφώς, καστ ούχ εκάς που· πώς Αν νόσων ἀνὴρ 1 πρός αότὅν MSS., Blaydes corr. *
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Whether he still is there or further gone.
That done, thy part will be to listen, mine To instruct, that both may gain our common end,
NEOPTOLEMUS
No distant quest, my lord Odysseus, this ;
Here, if I err not, is the cave thou seek’st.
ODYSSEUS
Above me or below ? I see it not.
NEOPTOLEMUS
Up there ; but not a footfall can I hear.
ODYSSEUS
Look if he be not gone within to rest.
NEOPTOLEMUS
The chamber s empty; no man is within.
ODY88EUS
And no provision for a man’s abode ?
NEOPTOLEMUS
Litter of trodden leaves as for a couch.
ODYSSEUS
And is that all—no other sign of life ?
NEOPTOLEMUS
A cup of uncouth handiwork, rough hewn From out a log ; some tinder, too, I see.
ODYSSEUS
These are his household treasures.
NEOPTOLEMUS
Faugh !. and here
Spread in the sun to dry, are filthy rags Dank with the ooze of some malignant sore.
ODYSSEUS
This clearly is his dwelling-place, and he Hard by, for how could any travel far
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φΙλοκτητη S
κῶλον παλαιά κηρί προσβαίη μακράν; ἀλλ’ ἢ ’πὶ φορβής νόστον εξεληλνθεν ἢ φυλλον εἴ τι νώδυνον κάτοιδέ που. τὸν οὖν παρόντα πέμψον εἰς κατασκόπων, μὴ καὶ λἄθῃ /*€ προσπεσών ώς μᾶλλον Αν ελοιτό μ* ἢ τοὺς πάντας Ἀργείους λαβεῖν.
ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ
ἀλλ* έρχεται τε καὶ φυλάξεται στίβος. σὺ δ’, εἶ τι χρῄζεις, φράζε δευτέρφ λὼνῳ·
ΟΔΤΧΖΕΊΉ
Ἀχιλλέως παῖ, δεῖ σ’ ἐφ’ οἶς ἐλήλυθα?	50
γέννα ιον εἶναι, μὴ μόνον τῷ σ ω ματ ι, ἀλλ’ ἤν τι καινόν ων πριν ούκ άκήκοας χλόης, ύπουργεϊν, ὡς υπηρέτης πάρει.
ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ τί δῆτ’ ανας;
ΟΔΤ22ΕΤ2
τὴν Φιλοκτήτου σε δεῖ ψυχήν όπως δόλοισιν 1 έκκλέψεις λέγων. όταν σ’ ἐρωτᾴ τίς τε καὶ ποθεν πάρει, λέγειν, Ἀχιλλέως παῖς· τὁδ’ οὐχὶ κλεπτέον πλεῖς δ’ ώς πρὸς οίκον, έκλιπων τὺ ναυτικόν στράτευμ Αχαιών, ἔχθος εχθήρας μέγα, οι σ’ ἐν λιταῖς στείλαντες εξ οϊκων μολεΐν,	60
μόνην ἔχοντες τήνδ’ αλωσιν 'Ιλίου, ούκ ηξίωσαν των Αχίλλειων οπλών ελθόντι δούναι κυρίως αΐτουμένψ, ἀλλ’ αὑπ Ὀδυσσεῖ παρέδοσαν λέγων ὅσ’ ἃν θέλης καθ' ήμων ίσχατ εσχάτων κακά.
1 λάγοισιν MSS., Qedike corr.
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PHILOCTETES
Thus maimed and hobbled by an ancient wound ? Either in quest/of food, or else to find Some simples known to him as anodynes,
He’s gone abroad, and shortly will return;
So post thy henchman there to watch the path,
Lest he surprise me. I of all the Greeks Am the one foe he liefest here would catch.
NEOPTOLEMUS
Guard shall be kept; my man is on his way;
And now if thou hast more to say, say on.
*	[Exit ATTENDANT
ODYSSEUS
Son of Achilles, not in thews alone Or prowess must thou prove thy breed to-day.
If tasks be set thee that seem strange, no less Thou must perform them ; therefore wast thou sent.
NEOPTOLEMUS
What is thy hest ?
ODYSSEUS
Thou must cajole and cheat The soul of Philoctetes by fair words,
And when he asks thee who and whence thou art.
“ Achilles’ son/’ make answer ; hide not this.
But add, “ I am sailing homewards and have left The fleet in dudgeon, wroth against the chiefs Who first prevailed on me to quit my home,
Because without me Troy could ne’er be taken,
And then upon my coming basely spurned My righteous title to Achilles’ arms,
And gave them to Odysseus.” At my name Heap on me every-scoff and scorn and taunt;
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τούτῳ 1 γὰρ οὐδέν μ’ ἀλγυνεῖς· εἰ δ* εργάσει
μὴ ταῦτα, λὑπην πᾶσιν Ἀργείοις βάλεις.
εἰ 7ἀγ τὰ τοῦδε τόξα μὴ ληφθησεται,
οὐκ ἔστι πέρσαι σοι τὺ ΔαρΒάνον πέδον.
ώς δ* ἔστ’ ἐμοὶ μὲν οὐχί, σοι δ’ ομιλία	70
πρὸς τὁνδε πίστη και βέβαιος, εκμαθε.
σὺ μὲν πἐπλευκας οὔτ* ένορκος οὐδενὶ
οντ ἐξ ανάγκης ούτε τον πρώτον στόλον
ἐμοὶ δὲ τούτων οὐδέν ἐστ’ αρνήσιμον.
ὦστ* εἴ με τόξων εγκρατής αίσθησεται,
ολωλα καί σὲ προσΒιαφθερώ ξννών.
ἀλλ’ αὐτὸ τοῦτο δεῖ σοφισθηναι, κλοπεὺς
ὅπως γενησει των ανίκητων οπλών.
ἔξοιδα, παῖ, φύσει σε μη πεφνκότα
τοιαντα φωνεΐν μηδὲ τεχνάσθαι κακά	80
ἀλλ’ ἡδὺ γὰρ τι κτήμα της νίκης λαβεΐν,
τόλμα· Βίκαιοι Β’ αὖθις εκφανούμεθα.
νῦν δ’ εἰς άναιΒές ημέρας μέρος βραχύ
Βός μοι σεαντόν, κατ α τον λοιπόν χρόνον
κέκλησο πάντων ενσεβέστατος βροτων.
ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ
ἐγὼ μὲν οὖς αν των λόγων ἀλγω κλύων,
Ααερτίον παῖ, τούσδε καὶ πράσσειν στνγώ' έφνν γὰρ οὐδὲν ἐκ τέχνης πράσσειν κακής, οντ αντος ονθ\ ως φανιν, ονκφύσας εμέ. ἀλλ* εἴμ’ έτοιμος προς βίαν τον ανΒο αγειν go καὶ μὴ Βόλοισιν ον γὰρ ἐξ ὲνὺς ποοὸς ἡμᾶς τοσούσδε πρὸς βίαν χειρώσεταΛ. πεμφθείς γε μέντοι σοὶ ξννεργάτης όκνώ προοότης καλεΐσθαι· βούλομαι δ*, ἄναξ, καλῶς Βρών εξαμαρτεΐν μάλλον rj νικάν κακώς.
1 τούτων MSS., Buttmann corr.
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It will not hurt me, but if thou should’st fail ’Twill sorely vex the Argives one and all.
This man’s artillery we needs must have ;
No hope to capture Troy-town otherwise.
Why thou canst hold free converse with the man Securely and I cannot, thou shalt learn.
Thou wast not bound by oath or pledge to sail Nor was^thou with the fleet that first embarked ; But naught of this, if taxed, can I deny.
Therefore, if, bow in hand, he counters me,
I die, and shall involve thee in my death.
How to possess us of those matchless arms—
There is the puzzle; set thy wits to that.
I know, my son, thy honest nature shrinks From glozing words and practice of deceit;
But (for ’tis sweet to snateh a victory)
Be bold to-day and honest afterwards.
For one brief hour of lying follow me ;
All time to come shall prove thy probity.
NEOPTOLEMUS
Son of Laertes, what upon my ear Grates in the telling, I should hate to do.
Such is my nature; any taint of guile I loathe, and such, they tell me, was my sire.
But I am ready, not by fraud, but force,
To bring the man; for, crippled in one foot,
Against our numbers he can prove no match. Nathless, since I was sent to aid thee, prince,
I fear to seem a laggard ; yet prefer To fail with honour than succeed by fraud.
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ΟΔΤ25ΕΤ5
ἐσθλοῦ πατρὸς παῖ, καυτός ων νέος ποτὲ γλώσσαν μὲν αργόν, χεϊρα δ’ εἶχον ἐργάτιν νῦν δ’ εἰς Ζλ&γχον ἐξιὼν ὁρω βροτοϊς την γλώσσαν, οὐχὶ τάργα, πάνθ’ ἡγουμἑνην. ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ
τί μ* οὖν άνανγας ἄλλο ττλὴν ῆτευδῆ Xeyeiv; 100
ΟΔΤ52ΕΤ2	·
λέγω σ’ ἐγὼ δὁλῳ ΦΐΧοκτητην λαβεῖν. ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ
τί δ’ ἐν δὁλῳ δεῖ μάλλον ἢ πείσαντ’ ayeiv; ΟΔΤ22ΕΤ3
οὐ μὴ πίθηται* πρὸς βίαν δ’ οὐκ ἂν Χάβοις. ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ
οὔτως ἔχει τι heivov Ισχύος θράσος;
ΟΔΤ25ΕΤ5
ίούς γ* άψυκτους καί ττροπέμποντας φόνον.
ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ
οὐκ ἄρ’ ἐκείνῳ γ* οὐδἔ προσμϊξαι θρασύ;
ΟΔΤ22ΕΤ2
οὑ, μὴ δὁλῳ λαβόντα 7 > ὼ? ἐγὼ λέγω. ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΣ
οὐκ αισχρόν rjyei δῆτα τὺ ψτευδῆ Xeyeiv;
ΟΔΤ25ΕΤ2
οὑκ, εἰ τὺ σωθήναί ye το ψβΰΒος φέρει.
ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ
πως οὖν βΧεπων τις ταῦτα τολμήσει λακεῖν; ΠΟ ΟΔΤ52ΕΤ5
όταν τι δρᾴς εἰς κέρδος, οὐκ ὸκνεῖν πρέπει. ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ
κέρδος δ’ ἐμοὶ τί τούτον ἐς Τροίαν μοΧβϊν;
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ODYSSEUS
Son of a gallant sire, I too in youth
Was slow of tongue and forward with my hand ;
But I have learnt by trial of mankind Mightier than deeds of puissance is the tongue.
NEOPTOLEMUS
It comes to this that thou would’st have me lie.
ODYSSEUS
Entangle Philoctetes by deceit.
NEOPTOLEMUS
Why not persuade him rather than deceive ?
ODYSSEUS
Persuasion’s vain, and force of no avail.
NEOPTOLEMUS
What arms hath he of such miraculous might ?
ODYSSEUS
Unerring arrows, tipp’d with instant death.
NEOPTOLEMUS
Might not a bold man come to grips with him ?
ODYSSEUS
No, as I told thee, guile alone avails.
NEOPTOLEMUS
Thou deem’st it, then, no shame to tell a lie ?
ODYSSEUS
Not if success depends upon a lie.
NEOPTOLEMUS
To utter falsehoods I should blush for shame.
ODYSSEUS
If thou wouldst profit thou must have no qualms.
NEOPTOLEMUS
What gain to me, should he be brought to Troy ?
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ΟΔΤ22ΕΤ2
αίρεῖ τὰ τόξα ταΰτα την Τροίαν μονά.
ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ
οὐκ α ρ 6 περσων, ως ἐφάσκετ’, ειμ’ ἐγώ; ΟΔΤ25ΕΤ5
οὔτ’ ἂν σὺ κείνων χωρίς οὔτ’ εκείνα σοῦ. ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ
θηρατε οὖν γίγνοιτ’ ἄν, εἴπερ ώδ’ ἔχει. ΟΔΤ22ΕΤ2
ως τοῦτο γ' όρξας δύο φέρει δωμήματα. ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ
ττοίω; μαθών γὰρ οὐκ Αν άρνοίμην τὺ δρᾶν. ΟΔΤ22ΕΤ2
σοφός τ ἃ ν αντος κάλαθος κεκΧη α μα.
ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ
ἷτω· ποησω, πάσαν αισχύνην αφείς. ΟΔΤ55ΕΤ2
ἦ μνημονεύεις οὖν ἄ σοι παρήνεσα; ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ
σάφ’ ἴσθ’, ἐπείπερ είσάπαξ συνηνεσα. ΟΔΤ22ΕΤ2
σὺ μὲν μόνων νυν κείνον ἐνθάδ’ ἐκδἐχου, ἐγὼ δ’ ἄπειμι, μὴ κατοπτευθώ παρών, καί τον σκοπόν προς ναύν άποστελώ πάλιν. καὶ δβῦρ’, ἐάν μοι τοῦ χρόνου δοκήτό τι κατασχοΧάζειν, αὖθις εκπέμψω πάλιν τούτον τον αυτόν ἄνδρα, ναύκληρου τρόποις μορφήν όοΧώσας, ὡς ἄν άγνοια προσ η* οὗ δῆτα, τἑκνον, ττοικίλως αὐδωμἐνου δένου τὰ συμφέροντα των αει Χο·γων. ἐγω δὲ πρὸς ναῦν εἶμι, σοὶ πάρεις τάδε*
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ODYSSEUS
Without these arms Troy-town cannot be sacked.
NEOPTOLEMUS
Ye told me / should take it. Was that false ?
ODYSSEUS
Not thou apart from these nor these from thee.
NEOPTOLEMUS
The quarry’s worth the chase, if this be so.
ODYSSEUS
Know that success a double meed shall win.
NEOPTOLEMUS
Make plain this twofold prize and I’ll essay.
ODYSSEUS
Thou wilt be hailed as wise no less than brave.
NEOPTOLEMUS
I’ll do it—here’s my hand—and risk the shame.
ODYSSEUS
Good. My instructions—thou rememberest them ?
NEOPTOLEMUS
I have consented; trust me for the rest.
ODYSSEUS
Stay here then and await his coming, whilst,
Lest I should be espied, I go away And send back to the ship our sentinel;
But if ye seem to dally overmuch,
He shall return, the same man, but disguised Past recognition, as a sailor clad.
When he accosts thee, mark each word, my son,
To catch the hid significance, for he Will speak in riddles. This I leave to thee And seek the vessel. Hermes aid us both,
Who sent us on our way, the God of cunning,
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Ἑρμῆς δ’ ὁ irk μίτων δόλιος ηγησαιτο νῷν Νίκη τ’ Ἀθάνα Πολιάς, ἢ σφζβι μ αεί.
Χ0Ρ02
στρ. α
τί χρή τί χρή με, δέσποτ’, ἐν ξένᾳ ξένον
στεηειν ἢ τί λἐγειν προς ἄνδρ’ ὑπὁπταν;
φράζε μοι. τἐχνα γὰρ
τἔχνας ετέρας προνχει
καὶ γνῶμα παρ* ὅτῳ τὺ θεῖον
Διὸς σκήπτρου ἀνάσσεται.
σὲ δ3 , ώ τέκνον, τὁδ’ ἐλήλυθεν
πᾶν κράτος ὼγύγιον* τό μοι ἔννεπε
τί σοι χρεών ὑττονργεῖν.
ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ
νῦν μεν, Ισως yelp τόπον έσχατιαΐς προσιδεῖν εθίλεις οντινα κεΐται, hkpKov θαρσων ὁπόταν δὲ μὁλῃ δεινὸς ὁδίτης, τώνδ’ οὑκ 1 μεΧάθρων προς εμήν αι el χεΐρα προχωρών πειρω το παρόν θεραπεύειν.	φ
Χ0Ρ02
μεΧον πάλαι μέλημα μοι λέγεις, ἄναξ, ἀντ. α
φρουρεΐν ὄμμ’ ἐπὶ σῶ μάλιστα καφφ·
νυν δέ μοι λἀγ’, αύΧας
ποιας ἔνεδρος ναίει
καί χώρον τίν ἔχει. τὺ γὰρ μοι
μαθεΐν ούκ αποκαίριον,
μὴ προσπεσών με Χάθτ} ποθεν
τις τ οπος ἢ τίς ἕδρα; τίν ἔχει στίβον,
ἔπαυλον ἢ θ ν ραίου;
1 ἐκ MSS., Jebb corr.
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And she who never failed me yet, my queen,
Athene Polias, queen of victory!
[Exit ODYSSEUS.
Enter chorus of scyrian sailors.
chorus	(Sir. 1)
What, O my master, what must I conceal And what reveal,
In a strange land a stranger, by what wile His shrewd suspects beguile ?
Instruct me; for his art all art excels With whom there dwells The sovereignty of Zeus, the Kingly Crown That hath to thee come down,
My son, by immemorial right divine;
Such skill is thine;
So teach me, master, how I best may speed Thy present need.
NEOPTOLEMUS
First to (ind his lair, no doubt,
Ye are keen; so boldly scout.
When the wild man ye have spied Who within this cave doth bide,
Watch the motions of my hand,
Prompt to act as I command.
chorus	(Ant. 1)
Now, as at all times, Prince, I gladly heed,
And serve thy need.
But first to learn his common haunts t’were well;
I pray thee tell,
Lest he should light upon me unaware,
His track, his lair.
Say, if within his den he will be found,
Or roaming round.
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ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ οίκον μὲν ο ρ ας τ ὁνδ’ ἀμφίθυρον
πέτρινης κοίτης.	163
Χ0Ρ02
ποῦ γὰρ ὁ τλήμων αντος απεστιν;
στρ. ^
170
χρείως ἱσταμένῳ. πῶ? ποτε πως δύσμορος άν-τέ^ει;
ὦ παΧάμαι Θεών,2 ὦ δύστανα 7ὲν*? β ροτών, οίς μὴ μέτριος αίων.
οὔτος πρωτογόνων ἴσως	ἀντ. β* 180
οϊκων ούΒενος ύστερος, πάντων άμμορος ἐν βίῳ Κεῖται μοῦνος ἀπ’ ἄλλων,
1 τἀνδε MSS., Blaydes corr.
8 BvrrrStv MSS., Laohmann corr.
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δῆλον ἔμοιγ’ ώς φορβής χρεία στίβον ἀγμεύει τῇδε1 πέλας που. ταύτην yap ἔ^ειν βιοτης αυτόν λόγος ἐστὶ φυσιν, θηροβοΧονντα πτηνοΐς ίοΐς στυγερόν στυy€pώςf
>5. /	> > Λ	'
ουοε τιν αυτῷ παιώνα κακών επινωμάν.
Χ0Ρ02
οικτίρω νιν eyary, όπως, μη του κηδομἐνου β ροτών μηδὲ ξύντροφον ὄμμ’ ἔχων, Βύστανος, μόνος αεί, νοσεί μεν νόσον aypiav, ἀλὑει δ’ ἐπὶ παν τί τῳ
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NEOPTOLEMUS
See you that two-mouthed cavern ? There His rocky dwelling-place.
CHORUS
And where
Is the sad inmate of the grot ?
NEOPTOLEMUS
I doubt not somewhere near the spot,
Gone forth in search of daily food,
Dragging his steps through wold or wood ;
For so, ’tis said, by toilsome pains A painful sustenance he gains,
Shooting whatever living thing Comes within reach of his dread bow.
The years go by and never bring A leach to heal his woe.
CHORUS
O how piteous thy lot,	(Str. 2)
Luckless man, by man forgot;
None thy solitude to share,
None to tend with loving care ;
Plagued and stricken by disease,
Never knowing hour of ease,
Facing death each moment, how Hast, poor wretch, endured till now ?
O the crooked ways of heaven !
Hapless men to whom are given Lots so changeful, so uneven.
He who with the best might vie,	(dw/. 2)
Of our Grecian chivalry.
On a desert island left,
Perishes, of all bereft ;

Digitized by Google
ΦΙΛΟΚΤΗΤΗ2
στικτών ἢ λασίων μετὰ Θηρών, ἔν τ’ ὸδύναις ὁμοῦ
λιμῷ τ’ οίκτρός, ἀνήκεστα μεριμνηματ ἔχων* ορει-α δ’1 αθυρόστομος Ἀχὼ τηλεφανὴς ττικραΐς οἰμωγαῖς υπάκουε ι.2
ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟ*
οὐδὲν τούτων θαυμαστόν ἐμοί·
Θεία yap, εἴπερ κἀγω τι φρονώ, και τὰ παθήματα κείνα προς αυτόν τής ώμόώρονος Χρυσης επέβη, καί νυν α πονεΐ H α κηδεμόνων, ούκ ἔσθ’ ως οὐ θεών του μελέτη τοῦ μὴ πρότερον τὁνδ’ ἐπὶ Τροία τεΐναι τὰ θεών άμαχη τα βέλη, πρὶν ὅδ’ εξήκοι χρονος, φ λέγεται χρήναί σφ’ ὑπὸ τῶνδε δ αμήν αι.
Χ0Ρ02
εύστομ έχε, παΐ.	στρ. y
ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ τί τάδε;
Χ0Ρ02
προυφάνη κτύπος,
φωτός σύντροφος ὡς τειρομένου του,3 ἡ που τῇδ’ ἢ τῇδε τὑπων. βάλλει βάλλει μ ετύμα φθοτγά τον στίβον κατ avdyKav ερποντος, ουδέ με λάθει
βαρεία τηλόθεν αὐδὰ τρυσάνωρ· διάσημα yὰρ θρηνεί.
1 βαραῖα 3’ MSS., Mekler corr.
8 πίκρας οϊμω*γα$ νχόκαται MSS., Blaydes corr.
* τον added by Porson.
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With the savage beasts doth dwell Of spotted hide or shaggy fell;
Pangs of hunger doth endure,
Racked with aches that know no cure.
Echo, too, with babbling tongue,
As she sits her hills among,
Iterates in undertones His interminable groans.
NEOPTOLEMUS
Nothing strange I see in this.
By heaven ordained (if not amiss I augur) comes this punishment,
By the unpitying Chrys£1 sent;
And what he suffers now must be Designed by some wise deity,
Lest too soon ’gainst Troy should go The arrows of his wizard bow,
For when the fated hour has come By them must Troy-town find its doom.
CHORUS
Hush, my son !	(Sir.. 3)
NEOPTOLEMUS
#	Wherefore ?
chorus (back)
Hist! there comes a sound As of one sore afflicted. Is it here Or here ? ’Tis nearer now, 1 look around,
The footfall of a laboured tread grows clear ;
And now, though distant still, I catch a cry Distinct, the voice of human agony.
1 The nymph by whose guardian serpent Philoctetes was bitten. See 1. 1326.
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X0iw
ἀλλ’ ἔχε, τέκνον,	ἀντ. γ'
ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ λέγ’ ὅ τι.
Χ0Ρ02
φροντίδας νέας.
ως ούκ ἔἔεδρος, ἀλλ’ ἔντοπος ἀνήρ, οὐ μόλπαν σύριγγος ἔχων,
ώς ποιμὴν άγροβότας, ἀλλ’ ἦ που πταίων υπ άνώγκας
βοα τηΧωπόν Ιωάν,
ἡ ναὸς αξενον αὑγάζω ν ὅρμον* ττ ρο βοα τι γὰρ δεινόν.
ΦΙΛΟΚΤΗΤΗΣ
ίω ξένοι,
τινες ποτ’ ἐς γἡν τήνδε κἀκ ποιας πάτρας	220
κατέσχετ οὔτ’ εὑορμον οὔτ’ οικουμένην;
ποιας αν υμάς πατρίδος1 ἢ γένους ποτέ
τύχοιμ Αν είπών; σχήμα μὲν γὰρ Ἑλλάδος
στ όλης υπάρχει προσφιλέστατης ἐμοί·
φωνής δ’ άκουσαι βουλομαι* και μή μ’ ὅκνῳ
οείσαντες έκπλαγήτ άπηγριωμένον,
ἀλλ’ οίκτίσαντες ἄνδρα δύστηνον, μόνον,
έρημον ὧδε καφιλον κακούμενον,2
φωνήσατ, εϊπερ ως φίλοι προσήκετε.
ἀλλ’ ἀνταμείῆτασθ*· οὐ γἀγ εἰκὸς οὑτ’ ἐμὲ	230
υμών ἁμαρτεῖν τοῦτο γ* οὔθ’ ὑμᾶς ἐμοῦ.
ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ
ἀλλ’, ώ ξέν, ισθι τούτο πρώτον, οὕνεκα ^ Ελληνες ἐσμεν τοῦτο γδη βούλει μαθεϊν.
1	πάτρας ἄν νμας MSS., Dindorf corr.
2	καλοόμενον MSS., Brunck corr.
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CHORUS
Bethink thee, Prince. ·	{Ant. 3)
NEOPTOLEMUS
Of what ?
CHORUS
Some fresh device;
For now the man approaches very near.
This is no shepherd-swain who homeward hies,
No melody of pastoral pipe I hear;
But as he stumbles ’mid the jagged stones He rends the air with far resounding groans,
Or as he eyes the sea without a sail,
He utters (hear his voice!) a hideous wail.
Enter philoctetes.
PHILOCTETES
Sirs, who are ye and whence, who have landed here Upon this harbourless and desolate shore ?
What countrymen and of what race ? If I Might make conjecture by your garb and mien,
Ye are Greeks—a sight most welcome to my eyes; But I would hear your voices. Shrink not back In horror at my savage aspect; speak;
Pity a lonely, friendless, stricken man Thus stranded ; if indeed as friends ye come,
Make answer, I entreat ye ; fair reply I may expect from you, as you from me.
NEOPTOLEMUS
Well, I will answer first thy question, Sir;
Thou hast conjectured rightly, we are Greeks.
385
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ώ φίλτατον φώνημα· φεῦ τὺ καὶ λαβεῖν πρόσφθεγμα τοιονδ’ ἀνδρὸς ἐν χρόνφ μακρφ τις σ’, ώ τέκνον, προσέσχε, τίς προσηγαγεν χρεία; τίς ὁρμή; τίς άνεμων ο φίλτατος; γέγωνέ μοι πᾶν τοῦθ\ όπως είδω τις ει. ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ
ἐγὼ γένος μέν εἰμι τῆς περιρρύτου Χκύρον πλέω δ’ ἐς οίκον αν δώμα ι δὲ παῖς Ἀχιλλἑως, Νεοπτόλεμος, οἶσθα δὴ τὺ ττᾶν. ΦΙΛΟΚΤΗΤΗΣ
ὦ φιλτάτου παῖ πατρός, ὦ φίλης χθονός,
& του γέροντος θρέμμα Αυκομηδους, τινι στόλφ προσέσχες τήνδε γην ποθεν πλέων;
ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ
ἐξ Ίλιου τοι δὴ τανῦν γε νανστολω.
ΦΙΛΟΚΤΗΤΗΣ
πῶς είπας; ον γάρ δὴ σύ γ’ ἦσθα ναυβάτης ἡμῖν κατ’ αρχήν του προς *Ίλιον στόλου. ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ
ἦ γὰρ μετέσχες καί σὺ τοῦδε τοῦ πόνου; ΦΙΛΟΚΤΗΤΗΣ
ὦ τέκνον, οὐ 7ὰρ οἶσθα μ’ ὅντι ν’ είσορας; ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ
πώς γὰρ κάτοιδ’ ον γ* εἶδον οὐδεπώποτε; ΦΙΛΟΚΤΗΤΗΣ
οὐδ’ ὅνομ’ ἄρ’1 οὐδὲ τῶν ἐμῶν κακών κλέος ησθου ποτ οὐδέν, οἶς ἀγὼ διώΚλύμην; ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ
ως μηδέν είδότ Χσθι μ ὦν άνιστορεΐς.
1 ἄρ* added by Erfurdt.
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O welcome utterance ! Ah how good it is To hear those accents, long unheard, from thee. What quest, my son, what venture brought thee here, What breeze compelled thy canvas ? Happy breeze ! Speak, tell me all, that I may know my friend.
NEOPTOLEMUS
My home’s the wave-lapped Scyros, and I sail Homewards ; my name is Neoptolemus,
My sire Acliilles. Now thou knowest all.
PHILOCTETES
Son of a sire most dear, and land most dear,
Old Lycomedes* foster-child, what quest
Has brought thee hither, from what port didst sail ?
NEOPTOLEMUS
Hither I sailed direct from Ilium.
PHILOCTETES
From Ilium ? Surely thou wast not on board When first our expedition sailed for Troy.
NEOPTOLEMUS
What, wert thou partner in that enterprise ?
PHILOCTETES
Dost thou not know with whom thou speak’st, my son ?
NEOPTOLEMUS
How should I know a man ne’er seen before ? PHILOCTETES
Know’st thou not e’en my name ? hast never heard How I was wasting inch by inch away ?
NEOPTOLEMUS
Of all thou questionest I nothing know.
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ΦΙΛΟΚΤΗΤΗΣ
ω πὁλλ* εγω μοχθηρός, ω πικρός θεοῖς, οὖ ιιηδὲ κληδὼν ώδ’ ἔχοντος οἴκαδε μηδ’ Έλλ,αδος γῆς μηοαμοΰ διήΧθέ που. ἀλλ’ οἱ μὲν εκβαΧόντες ἀνοσίως ἐμὲ γεΧωσι σῖγ’ ἔχοντες, ἡ δ’ ἐμὴ νόσος ἀεὶ τέθηΧε κἀπὶ μεῖζον έρχεται. ὦ τέκνον, ὦ παῖ πατρός ἐξ ’Α^χιΧΧέως, ὅδ’ εἴμ* ἐγώ σοι κείνος, ον κΧυεις ίσως των Ηράκλειων ὄντα δεσπότην οπλών, ὸ τοῦ Ποίαντος παῖς Φιλοκτήτης, ὸν οἱ δισσοὶ στρατηγοί ^ώ Κεφαλλήνων ἄναξ ερριψαν αίσχρώς ωδ’ έρημον, άγρια νόσφ καταφθίνοντα, της άνδροφθόρου πΧηγέντ εχίδνης άγρίφ χαράγματα ξύν ἦ μ’ εκείνοι, παϊ, προθέντες ενθάδε
Φχ
Χρυσης κατέσχον δεῦρο ναυβάτη στόΧω. τὁτ’ άσμενοί μ ώς εἶδον ἐκ ποΧΧοῦ σάλου εΰδοντ ἐπὶ ακτής ἐν κατηοεφει πέτρα, Χιπόντες φχονθ*, οἷα φωτὶ δυσμόρω ράκη προθέντες βαιά καί τι και βοράς επωφέΧημα σμικρόν, οἷ* αὐτοῖς τὐχοι.
' σὺ δή, τέκνον, ποιαν μ άνάστασιν δοκεῖς αυτών βεβώτων εξ ΰπνου στηναι τότε; ποῖ’ εκδακρΰσαι, ποῖ’ άποιμωξαι κακά; όρωντα μὲν ναῦς, ας ἔχων εναυστόΧουν, πάσας βεβώσας, ἄνδρα δ' οὐδέν* έντοπον, οὖχ ὅστις άρκέσειεν οὐδ’ ὅστις νόσου κάμνοντι συΧΧάβοιτο· πάντα δὲ σκοπών ηΰρισκον οὐδὲν πλὴν ἀνιᾶσθαι παρόν, τούτου δὲ πολλὴν ευμάρειαν, & τεκνον.
ρντ’ έρημον, ηνίκ εκ της πόντιας
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PHILOCTETES
O what a heaven-forsaken wretch am I,
Of whose disastrous plight no rumour yet Hath reached my home or any Grecian land!
But they, the godless knaves who east me forth, Laugh and are mute. My malady the while Rankles, and daily grows from bad to worse.
0	boy, O son sprung from Achilles’ loins,
1	am that man, of whom thou mayst have heard, Heritor of the bow of Heracles,
The son of Poeas, Philoctetes, whom The Atridae and the Cephallenian prince Cast forth thus shamelessly, a derelict, Plague-stricken, wasting slowly, marked for death By a man-slaying serpent’s venomous fangs.
Thus plagued, my son, they left me here, what time Their fleet from sea-girt Chrys^ touched this shore. Tired with long tossing I had fallen asleep Beneath a rock upon the beach; they laughed To see me witless, laughed and sailed away,
Flinging me, as they went, some cast-off rags,
A beggar s alms, and scraps of food. God grant That they may some day come to fare like me ! Picture, my son, when I awoke and found All gone, what waking then was mine ; what tears, What lamentations, when I saw the ships In which I sailed all vanished; not a soul To share my solitude or tend my wound.
All ways I gazed and nothing found but pain,
Pain, and of pain, God wot, enow, my son.
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ὁ μὲν χρονος δὴ διὰ χρόνου προύβαινέ μοι, κἄδει τι βαια τῇδ* ὑπὸ στέγη μόνον διακονεῖσθαι. γαστρὶ μὲν τΑ συμφορά τόξον τὁδ’ ἐξηύρισκε, τὰς υπ οπτέ ρους βάλλον πελείας· πρὸς δὲ τοῦθ’, ὅ μοι βάλοι νβυροσπαδής άτρακτος, αυτός άν τάλας εἰλυὁμην, δύστηνον έξέλκων πόδα, πρὸς τοῦτ* ἄν εἶ τ’ ἔδει τι καὶ ποτὸν λαβεῖν, καί που πάγου χυθέντος, οΐα γείματι, ξύλον τι θραΰσαι, ταῦτ’ ἂν ΙξΙρπων τάλας ίμηχανωμην εἶτα πῦρ ἄν οὐ παρῆν, ἀλλ’ ἐν πέτροισι πέτρον έκτρίβων μόλις ἔφην’ αφαντον φως, ο καὶ σῴζει μ’ ἀεί. οικουμένη γάρ οὖν στέγη πυρός μέτα πάντ’ έκπορίζβι πλήν τό μη νοσεῖν ἐμέ_. φέρ’, ὦ τέκνον, νῦν καὶ τὺ τἧς νήσου μαθης. ταύτη πελάζει ναυβάτης οὐδεὶς ἑκων οὐ γάρ τις ορμος ἔστιν οὐδ’ ὅποι πλέων ἐξεμπολήσει κέρδος ἢ ξενώσεται. οὐκ ἐνθάδ’ οἱ ττλοῖ τοῖσι σώφροσιν βροτων. τάχ οὖν τις ἄκων ἔσχε· πολλὰ γὰρ τάδε ἐν τφ μακρῷ γένοιτ &ν ανθρώπων χρόνφ· ουτοί μ, όταν μόλωσιν, ω τέκνον, λογοις ἐλεοῦσι μέν, καί πού τι καί βοράς μέρος προσέδοσαν οίκτίραντβς ή τινα στολήν €Κ€Ϊνο δ* οὐδείς, ήνίκ αν μνησθω, θέλει, σώσαί μ ἐς οίκους, ἀλλ,’ άπόλλυμαι τ άλας ἔτος τὁδ’ ἤδη δέκατον ἐν λιμῷ τε καὶ κακοϊσι βοσκών την άδηή>άγον νόσον. τοιαύτ Ἀτρεῖδαί μ’ ἦ τ’ Οδυσσέως βία,
& παΐ, δεδράκασ, οΐ Ὀλύμπιοι θεοὶ δοίέν ποτ αὐτοῖς άντίποιν ἐμοῦ παθεῖν.
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PHILOCTETES
So passed the crawling hours, day upon day,
Year after year. I shifted for myself Beneath this homeless, solitary roof.
To sate my hunger with this bow I shot The winged doves and ever when my bolt Sped from the taut string to the mark, 1 crawled Thither my lamed foot trailing painfully.
And if of water I had need, or when In winter time the ground was hoar with frost,
And firewood must be fetched, forth would I creep Somewise to compass this, I had no fire,
But from the hard rock striking flint on flint Brought forth the hidden spark that keeps me alive. For, look ye, a bare roof and fire withal Serve all my needs, save healing of my sore.
Now let me tell thee of this isle, my son.
No mariner sails hither of his will,
For anchorage is none, nor mart whereat He may find lodging and exchange his wares For profit; prudent men sail not this way.
Yet a stray visitor—such accidents
Must happen in long years—puts in perforce.
From such, my son, when they do come, I get Kind words of pity and perchance an alms Of food or raiment, but at the first hint Of passage home, they one and all refuse.
So here for ten long years I linger on,
Consumed with hunger, dying inch by inch ;
Only the worm that gnaws me dieth not.
To the Atridae and Odysseus, boy,
I owe this misery. God in heaven requite Iii kind the wrongs that they have done to me!
391
Digitized by GooQle
ΦΙΛΟΚΤΗΤΗΣ
XOPOS
ίοικα κ ay ω τοῖς ἀφιγμἐνοις ἴσα ξένοις έποικτίροιν σε, Ποίαντος τέκνον.
ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ
ἐγὼ δὲ καυτός τοῖσδβ μάρτυς ἐν λόγοι?, ως βἴσ’ αληθείς οἶδα, συντυχών κακών ἀνδρῶν Ατρειδών τῆς τ’ Ὀδυσσέως βίας. ΦΙΛΟΚΤΗΤΗΣ
ἦ yap τι καί σὺ τοῖς πανώλέθροις ἔχεις ἔγκλημ* Άτρβίδαις, ώστε θυμοῦσθαι παθών ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ
θύμον ykvovro χβιρϊ πΧηρώσαί wore, ιν αι Μυκήναι yvolev ἡ Σπάρτη θ’ ὅτι χἡ Σκϋρος άνΒρών άΧκίμων μήτηρ ἔφυ. ΦΙΛΟΚΤΗΤΗ 5
εὖ γ’* ὦ τέκνον τίνος <γἐν/ο ὧδε τὸν pAyav χόλον κατ’ αυτών iyκa\ώv ἐλήλυθα ς; ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ
ὦ 7ταῖ Ποίαντος, ἐξερῶ, μόλις δ’ ἐρω, aywy υπ* αυτών βξέΧωβήθην μόλων. ἐπεὶ γὰρ ἔσχβ μοῖρ’ Ἀχιλλέα θανεῖν, ΦΙΛΟΚΤΗΤΗΣ
οἵμοι* φράσης μοι μη πέρα, πρὶν ἄν μάθω πρώτον τ68\ ἦ τέθνηχ’ ὁ ΠηΧέως yόvoς; ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ
τέθνηκεν, ἀνδρὸς οὐδενός, Θεοῦ δ’ ὑπο, τοξευτὸς, ώς λἐγουσιν, ἐκ Φοίβου δαμείς.
ΦΙΛΟΚΤΗΤΗ 5
ἀλλ’ εὐγενὴς μὲν ὁ κτανών τε χώ θανών άμηχανω δὲ πότερον, ὦ τέκνον, τὺ σὺν πάθημ ekeyX® πρώτον ἢ κεῖνον στἐνω.
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CHORUS
O son of Poeas, I too pity thee
No less methinks than did those visitors.
NEOPTOLEMUS
And I myself am witness that thy tale Is true; for I have proved the villainy Of the Atridae, and Odysseus too.
PHILOCTETES
What have those cursed Atridae wronged thee ?
Art thou too stirred to anger by some wrong ?
NEOPTOLEMUS
0	that my wrath might vent itself in deeds! Mycenae then and Sparta both would learn That Scyros too is mother of brave sons.
PHILOCTETES
Well said, my son! But I would know the grounds Of thy resentment, what the charge thou bring’st, Why thou art here.
NEOPTOLEMUS
I scarce know how, O son Of Poeas, yet I’ll tell the tale of wrongs
1	suffered on my coming at their hands.
When by the doom of Fate Achilles died—
PHILOCTETES
Woe’s me ! No more; first tell me, is he dead,
The son of Peleus ?
NEOPTOLEMUS
He is dead indeed,
Slain by no man but by a god ; a shaft Pierced him ; by Phoebus sped, so runs the tale.
PHILOCTETE8
Noble alike the slayer and the slain!
I know not whether first, my son, to make Inquiry of thy woes or weep for him.
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ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ
οἶμαι μὲν ὰρκεῖν σοι γε καὶ τὰ σ’, ω τάλας, άληήμα,θ', ώστε μὴ τὰ τῶν 7Γέλας στἐνειν.	340
ΦΙΛΟΚΤΗΤΗΣ
ὀρθῶς ἔλεξας* τοιγαροΰν το σὺν φράσορ αὖθις πάλιν μοι πράγμ, ὅτῳ σ’ ενύβρισαν.
ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ
fjbjffov με νηὶ ποικιλοστὁλῳ μἐτα
δῖος τ’ Ὀδυσσεὺς νώ τροφεύς τούμοΰ πατρὸς,
λέγοντες, εἴτ’ ἀλησὲς εἴτ’ ἄρ’ οὖν μάτην,
ώς οὐ θέμις γίγνοιτ, ἐπεὶ κατέφθιτο
πατὴρ ἐμὸς, τὰ πέρηαμ ἄλλον ή μ’ ὲλεῖν.
ταῦτ’, ὦ ξἐν’, οὔτως ἐννἐποντες οὐ πολὺν
χρόνον μ* επεσγρν μή με ναυστολεῖν ταχύ,
μάΚιστα μὲν δη του θανόντος Ιμέρφ,	350
ὅττως ϊδοιμ' άθαπτον ου γὰρ είδόμην
ἔπειτα μέντοι χώ λἀγος καλὸς προσήν,
εἰ τἀπὶ Τροία περηαμ αι ρήσοι μ Ιων.
ἦν δ’ ἦμαρ ἦδη δεύτερον πλέον τί μοι,
κἀγὼ πικρόν Σίγειον ονρίφ πλάτῃ
κατηγόμην καί μ’ εὐθὺς ἐν κύκλφ στρατός
iκβάντα πας ήσπάξετ, ὸμνύντες βλέπειν
τον οὐκέτ’ ὄντα ζῶντ’ Ἀ^ιλλέα πάλιν.
κεῖνος μὲν οὖν ἔκειτ · ἐγω δ’ ὁ δύσμορος
ἐπεὶ 'δάκρυσα κείνον, ου μακρφ χρόνφ	360
ἐλθὼν Ατρείδας προς φίλους, ως είκός ἦν,
τα σ οπλ απτ/τουν του πατρός τα τ αλλ οσ ην.
οἱ δ’ €ἶ7τον, οϊμοι, τλημονέστατον λόγον
ὦ σπέρμ Άχιλλέως, τάλλα μεν πάρεστι σοι
πατρφ ελεσθαι, των δ' όπλων κείνων ἀνὴρ
άλλος κρατύνει νυν, 6 Καέρτου γόνος,
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NEOPTOLEMUS
Thou hast enough of thine own pains, poor soul, Without lamenting for another’s woe.
PHILOCTETES
True, true indeed! So tell me once again From the beginning how they outraged thee.
NEOPTOLEMUS
To fetch me in a gay decked galley came Odysseus and my father’s foster-sire.1 They told me (if the tale was true or feigned I know not) that, my father having fallen,
No hand but mine could take the Citadel.
Thus urged I did not dally or delay.
Forthwith I sailed. Chiefly I longed to see My father whom in life I had not seen,
Before his burial, and in part, I own,
The promise fair that I should take Troy-town Flattered my pride. Well, on the second day,
With oars and breeze to speed us, we had reached Sigeum (hateful name) and when I landed The whole host pressed to greet me, and they swore They saw Achilles come to life again.
There lay my sire in death, and I, poor fool,
When I had mourned for him a while, betook me To the Atridae as my natural friends,
Claiming my sire’s arms and what else was his.
O ’twas a sorry answer that they made:
“ Child of Achilles, all that was thy sire’s Is thine and welcome—all except his arms;
These to Laertes’ son have been assigned.”
1 Phoenix.
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κἀ7ὼ δακρύσας εὐθὺς εξανίσταμαι
opyfj βαρεία, καὶ καταλγήσας λἐγω·
ω σχέτλι’, ἦ ’τολμήσατ’ ἀντ’ ἐμοῦ τινι
δοῦναι τὰ τεὐχη τ άμα, πρὶν μαθεῖν ἐμοῦ;	370
ὸ δ’ εἷπ’ Ὀδυσσεύς, πλησίον γὰρ ὦν κυρεῖ,
ναί, 7ταῖ, δεδώκασ’ ἐνδίκως οὖτοι τάδε·
ἐγὼ γὰρ αὑτ’ έσωσα κἀκεῖνον παρών.
κἀγὼ γρλωθείς εὐθὺς ἤρασσον κακοῖς
τοῖς πᾶσιν, οὐδὲν ἐνδεὲς ποιούμενος,
εἰ τἀμὰ κεῖνος ὅπλ’ άφαιρησοιτό με.
ὁ δ’ ἐνθάδ’ ἥκων, καίπερ οὐ δύσοργος ὦν,
δηχθεὶς πρὸς άξηκουσεν ώδ’ ήμείψατο·
οὐκ ἦσθ* ἵν’ ἡμεῖς, ἀλλ’ ἀπἣσθ’ ἵν* οὑ σ’ ἔδει·
καὶ ταῦτ’, ἐπειδὴ καὶ λἀγ^ις θρασυστομων,	380
ου·μηποτ ἐς τὴν Χκύρον εκπλεύσρς ἔχων.
τοιαῦτ’ ἀκούσας κἀξονειδισθεὶς κακὰ
πλέω πρὸς οἵκους, των ἐμῶν τητώμενος
πρὸς τοῦ κακίστου κάκ κακών Ὀδυσσἐως.
κοὐκ αιτιώμαι κείνον ως τους εν τελεί'
πόλις yap εστι πάσα των ἡγουμένων
στρατός τε σύμπας* οἱ δ’ άκοσμοΰντες βροτών
διδασκάλων λἀγοισι γίγνονται κακοί.
λόγος λέλεκται πᾶς· ὁ δ* Ἀτρείδας στυηών
εμοί θ* ομοίως κα\ θεοῖς ειη φίλος.	390
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όρεστερα παμβωτι Τα, μάτερ αυτού Διὸς, α τον μέγαν Πακτωλόν εύγρυσον νέμεις, σὲ κἀκεῖ, μάτερ πότνι, επηυΒώμαν,
στρ.
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I wept, I started to my feet in wrath,
And bitterly I spake, “ O tyrannous men,
How dare ye give these arms, my own by right,
My leave unasked, to any man but me ? ”
Then said Odysseus who was standing by,
“ Yes, boy, and rightly are they given to me,
Who rescued both their master and his arms.” 1 I boiled with rage, I hurled at him abuse The bitterest tongue could frame, I cursed the man Who would defraud me of my rightful arms.
He, though not choleric, challenged thus direct, Stung to the quick by my retort, replied :
“ Thc^i wast not with us, a malingerer thou !
Take this for answer to thy blustering boasts :
To Scyros with these arms thou ne’er shalt sail.” Thus flouted and abused I left the host,
And now am sailing homewards, robbed by him, Odysseus, the base villain, basely born.
Yet is he less to blame than those who rule ;
For like a commonwealth each araibd host Perforce is subject to authority,
And all the lawless doings in the world Spring from ill teaching. All my tale is told.
But whoso hates the Atridae, as do I,
May he find Heaven, no less than me, his friend !
CHORUS
O mother Earth, enthroned on the hills,	(Str.)
Mother of Zeus himself, who feedest all;
From thee Pactolus draws his brimming rills,
His golden sands; Mother, to thee I call,
1 According to the tradition that Ovid followed (Met. 13. 284) Odysseus rescued the bedy and arms of Achilles from the fray;
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ὅτ’ ἐς τὁνδ’ Ἀτρειδᾶν ὓβρις πασ’ ἐχώρει* ὅτε τὰ πάτρια τεὐχεα παρεδίδοσαν, ἰὼ μάκαιρα τανροκτόνων	/
λεόντων ἔφεδρε, τῷ ΑαρτΙον σέβας υπέρτατο ν.
♦ΙΛΟΚΤΗΤΗ2
ἔχοντες, ώς ἔοικε, σύμβολον σαφὲς λὑπης πρὸς ἡμᾶς, ώ ξένοι, πεπλεὑκατε, καί μοι προσᾴδεθ’ ὧστε γιγνώσκειν ὅτι ταῦτ* ἐξ ’Ατρειδών ἔργα κἀξ Ὀδυσσέως. ἔξοιδα γάρ νιν παντὸς ἄν \oyov κακού γλώσση σιγὁντα καὶ πανουργίας, ἀφ* ἧς μηδὲν δίκαιον ἐς τέλος μέλλοι ποεῖν. ἀλλ* οὑ τι τοῦτο θ αν μ ἔμοιγ’» ἀλλ’ εἰ παρών Αίας 6 μείζων ταῦθ’ ὁρῶν ἡνείχετο. ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΣ
οὐκ ἢν ἔτι ζῶν, ὦ ξἐν’· οὐ γὰρ ἄν ποτε ξῶντός γ’ εκείνον ταῦτ’ εσυληθην ἐγώ. ΦΙΛΟΚΤΗΤΗΣ
ττῶς είπας; ἀλλ’ ἢ χούτος οϊχεται θανών; ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ
ως μηκετ ὄντα κείνον ἐν φάει νοεί. ♦ΙΛΟΚΤΗΤΗ2
οἵμοι τάλας, ἀλλ* οὐχ ὁ Τυδέως γόνος οὐδ’ ούμπολητος Σίσυφον Ααερτίφ, ον μὴ θάνωσι· τούσδε γὰρ μὴ ζῇν ἔδει. ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ
οὐ δῆτ’· ἐπίστω τοῦτο γ’· ἀλλὰ καὶ μέγα θάλλοντες εἰσι νυν εν 'Αργείων στρατφ. ΦΙΛΟΚΤΗΤΗ 2
τί δ’; οὐ παλαιὸς1 κἀγαθὸς φίλος τ ἐμὸς,
1 τί δ’ ώ παλαιὅς (or ts π.) MSS., Meineke oorr.
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As once I called when, flushed with upstart pride, The fierce Atridae 'gainst my master raged,
(O lady who on yok£d lions doth ride,
Their bloody ravening by thee assuaged,)
What time the tyrants to Laertes’ son .
The guerdon gave, those arms his sire had won.
PHILOCTETES
Good sirs, ye bring me as a talisman,
A common grief; a plaint attuned to mine.
Full well I recognise in this your tale The Atridae and Odysseus. He, I warrant,
Would have a hand and lend his tongue to abet Any conspiracy, any deep-laid plot,
If he could compass some dishonest end.
This is not wonderful; but was indeed The greater Ajax by, to see and brook it ?
NEOPTOLEMUS
Ajax, my friend, was dead ; had he been living They would not thus have robbed me and despoiled.
PHILOCTETES
What say’st thou, boy ? is he too dead and gone ?
NEOPTOLEMUS
Yea he hath left the light.
PHILOCTETES
Alas, alas !
But not the son of Tydeus, nor the son Named of Laertes, bred of Sisyphus;
They die not who should never have been born.
NEOPTOLEMUS
Not they indeed, I warrant; they live on,
And in the Argive host are mighty men.
PHILOCTETES
And what of him, my good old friend and true,
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Νέστωρ 6 Πύλιος, ἔστιν; οὗτος yap τά γε κείνων κάκ’ ἐξήρυκε, βονλεύων σοφά. ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ
κεῖνος γε πράσσει νῦν κακώς, ἐπεὶ θα νὼ ν ἈντίΧοχος αὐτῷ φρούδος, δς παρῆν, γόνος. ΦΙΛΟΚΤΗΤΗΣ
οἵμοι, δυ* αὖ τώδ’ ἄνδρ’ ἔλεξας,1 οἶν ἐγὼ ἤκιστ’ αν ηθελησ ολωΧότοιν κλύειν. φεῦ φεῦ* τί δῆτα δεῖ σκοπεῖν, ὅθ’ οἶδε μὲν τεθνάσ*, Ὀδυσσεὺς δ* ἔστιν αὖ κάνταύθ* ἵνα χρῆν ἀντὶ τούτων αυτόν αυδάσθαι νεκρόν; 430 ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ
σοφός παλαιστής κεῖνος· ἀλλὰ χαἰ σοφαϊ γνῶμα ι, Φιλοκτητ’, εμποδίζονται θαμά. ΦΙΛΟΚΤΗΤΗΣ
φερ εἰπὲ πρὸς θεών, ποῦ γὰρ ἦν ενταύθα σοι Πάτροκλος, ος σοῦ πατρός ἦν τὰ φίΧτατα;
ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ
χοΰτος τεθνηκὼς ἦν λἀγῳ δέ σ* ἐν βραχεί τούτ εκδιδάξω· πόλεμος οὐδέν* ἄνδρ’ ἑκὼν αἱρεῖ πονηρόν, ἀλλὰ τοὺς χρηστούς αει. ΦΙΛΟΚΤΗΤΗΣ
ξυμμαρτυρω σοι· καὶ κατ’ αὐτὸ τοῦτο γε αναξίου μεν φωτός έξερησομαι, γλώσσῃ δὲ δεινού και σοφού, τί νῦν κιφεΐ. 440 ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ
ποιον δε τούτου π\ην y Όδυσσεως ερεΐς; ΦΙΛΟΚΤΗΤΗΣ
οὐ τούτον εἶπον, ἀλλὰ Θερσίτης τις ἦν, ὸς οὐκ ἀν εἵλετ’ είσάπαξ είπεΐν, δπου μηδεὶς ἐᾤη· τοὐτον οισθ’ εἰ ζών κνρεΐ;
1 αΰτωί 5«ίν* £λε|ας MSS., Jebb corr.
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The Pylian Nestor, lives he not? for he Oft by his wisdom checked their ill designs.
NEOPTOLEMUS
He is not what he once was, since he lost His best beloved son, Antilochus.
PHILOCTETES
Alas ! thou tell’st me of a double loss,
The two men whom of all I least could spare.
Ah me! What hope is there when two such men Are taken and Odysseus lives, whose death Instead of theirs thou hadst by rights announced ?
NEOPTOLEMUS
A cunning gamester, but the cunningest,
0	Philoctetes, are full often thrown.
PHILOCTETES
But tell me, prithee, where was he the while, Patroclus, once thy father s bosom friend ?
NEOPTOLEMUS
Dead like the rest, for this in sooth is true:
War never slays an evil man by choice,
But still the good.
PHILOCTETES
In that I’ll bear thee out.
By the same token, I would ask of one,
A worthless wiglit, but shrewd and glib of tongue. NEOPTOLEMUS
Thou mean st Odysseus, surely ?
PHILOCTETES
.	Not of him
1	asked, but of Thersites, one whose tongue Was ever wagging most when wanted least,
An empty babbler. Know’st thou if he lives ?
VOL. II.
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ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ
οὐκ εἶδον αυτόν, ῄσθὁμην δ’ ἔτ’ ὄντα νιν.
ΦΙΛΟΚΤΗΤΗΣ
ἔμελλ’· ἐπεὶ οὐδέν πω κακόν γ ἀπώλετο, ἀλλ’ εὖ περιστεΧΧονσιν αὐτὰ δαίμονες, καί πως τα μὲν πανούργα καί παλιντριβή χαίρουσ άναστρςφοντες ἐξ Ἀιδου, τὰ δὲ δίκαια καὶ τὰ χρηατ άποστέΧΧουσ’ ἀεί.	450
ποῦ χρὴ τίθεσσαι ταῦτα, που δ’ αἰνεῖν, ὅταν τὰ θεῖ’ επαίνων τοὺς θεοὺς ευρώ κακούς; ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ
ἐγὼ μεν, ὦ γενεθλον Oίταίου πατρός,
τὺ λοιπὸν ἤδη τηλόθεν το τ Ίλιον
καὶ τοὺς Ατρείδας είσορων φυλάξομαι·
οπού δ’ ο χείρων τ αγαθού μεῖζον σθένει
κάποφθίνει τα χρηστά χώ δειλὸς κρατεί,
τοὑτους ἐγὼ τοὺς ἄνδρας οὐ στέρξω ποτέ·
ἀ\\’ ἡ πετραία Σ κ Ορος εξαρκοΰσά μοι
εσται τὺ λοιπόν, ώστε τέρπεσθαι δὁμῳ.	460
νῦν δ’ εἶμι πρὸς ναῦν καὶ σύ, Ποίαντος τέκνον,
χαῖρ’ ώς μέγιστα, χαῖρε* καί σε δαίμονες
νόσου μεταστήσειαν, ως αυτός θέΧεις.
ημείς ο ϊ ω με ν, ως όπηνίκ ἄν θεὺς
πΧούν ήμίν εϊκη, τηνικαΰθ* όρμώμεθα*
ΦΙΛΟΚΤΗΤΗΣ
ἤδη, τέκνον, στίλλεσθε;
ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ
καιρός γαρ καΧεΐ
πΧούν μη ’ξ ἀπὑπτου μᾶλλον ἢ ’γγύθεν σκοπεΐν. ΦΙΛΟΚΤΗΤΗΣ
. πρός νυν σε πατρός προς τε μητρος, ω τέκνον, πρός τ’ εἶ τί σοι κατ οικόν ἐστι προσφιλές,
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NEOPTOLEMUS
I saw him not, but heard he was alive.
PHILOCTETES
I thought as much ; for evil never dies,
Fostered too well by gods who take delight, Methinks, to tum back from the gates of hell All irredeemable rascality,
But speed the righteous on their downward way. What should I deem of this, how justify The ways of Heaven, finding Heaven unjust ?
NEOPTOLEMUS
For my part, son of an Oetean sire,
I shall take heed henceforward to behold Troy and the two Atridae from afar.
Where villainy to goodness is preferred,
And virtue withers, and the base hold sway,
Such company I never will frequent.
Enough for me henceforth my native rocks,
My island home in Scyros; there I’ll bide.
Now to the ships. Farewell, a fond farewell,
O son of Poeas; may the gods fulfil
Thy heart’s desire and heal thee of thy wound!
Now we must leave thee and prepare to sail Whene’er the gods shall send a favouring breeze.
PHILOCTETES
So soon, my son, departing ?
NEOPTOLEMUS
*Tis high time,
Not here, but from the strand to watch the tide. PHILOCTETES
Oh ! in thy father’s, in thy mother s name,
Bv all the sanctities of home, my son,
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Ικέτης ϊ κν ον μαι, μὴ λίπης μ ου τω μόνον,	470
έρημον ἐν κακοϊσι τοῖσδ’ οίοις ὁρᾴς δσοισί τ’ ἐξήκουσας ἐνναίοντά με* ἀλλ’ ἐν πapέpyφ θοῦ με. δυσχέρεια μέν, ἔξοιδα, πολλή τοῦδε τοῦ φορηματος· ὅμῶς δὲ τλῆθι· τοῖσι γενναίοισί τοι τὁ τ’ αισχρόν εχθρόν καὶ τὸ χρηστόν εὐκλεές. σοι δ’ εκλιπόντι τοστ’ ὄνειδος οὐ καλόν, δράσαντι δ’, ὦ παῖ, πλεῖστον εὐκλείας yepas, ἐὰν μόλω ’γὼ ζῶν πρὸς Oύταίαν χθόνα. ϊθ’· ημέρας τοι μόχθος ούχ όλης μιας.	480
τόλμη σ ον. εμβαλού μ’ ὅπη θέλεις ayo&v, εἰς αντλίαν, εἰς πρφραν, εἰς πρύμνην, ὅποι ήκιστα μέλλω τούς ξυνόντας άλyυvεΐv. νεΰσον, προς αυτού Ζηνός ίκεσίου, τέκνον, πείσθητι· προσπίτνω σε ηόνασι, καίπερ ών ἀκράτωρ ὁ τλήμων, ^χωλός. ἀλλὰ μή μ* ἁφῆς έρημον ου τω )ζωρ'ις ανθρώπων στίβου, ἀλλ’ ἢ πρὸς οικον τὸν σὺν έκσωσόν μ’ ἄγων ἢ πρὸς τὰ Χαλκώδοντος Εὐβοίοις σταθμά* κἀκεῖθεν οὑ μοι μάκρος εις Οίτην στόλος	490
Τραχινίαν τε δβράδα 1 καὶ τον ευροον Σπερχειόν ἔσται· πατρί μ* ως δείξης φίλφ, όν δὴ παλαιόν ἐξ ὅτου δέδοικ’ ἐγὼ μή μοι βεβηκτ}. πολλά γὰρ τοῖς ίγμἐνοις ἔστβλλον αυτόν ικεσίους πέμπων λιτάς, αύτόστολον πέμψαντά μ’ εκσωσαι δόμους. ἀλλ’ ἢ τέθνηκεν ἢ τὰ τῶν διακόνων, ως είκός, οιμαι, τοὐμὸν ἐν σμικρφ μέρος ποιούμενοι τον οἴκαδ’ ήπειγον στόλον. νῦν δ*, εἰς σὲ γὰρ πομπόν τε καυτόν ayyελov 500 1 δβιράδα MSS., Toup corr. Jebb reads δειράδ* ἡ8’ ἐς etfpoov.
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PHILOCTETES
Leave me not, I adjure thee, here alone,
Abandoned to such ills as thou hast seen And others worse whereof thou hast been told. Think of me as a stowaway ! well I know The irksomeness of such a passenger.
Bear it! to true nobility of soul
All shame is shameful, honour honourable.
And it would smirch thine honour to decline This task, my son ; to do it, bring thee fame And glory, if ye carry me alive To Oeta. Come, ’tis but a day’s annoy.
Take heart of courage ; stow me where thou wilt— The hold, the bows, the stem, no matter where— Wherever I shall least offend my mates.
By Zeus, the god of suppliants, O consent,
0	hearken! at thy knees I fall, albeit
A cripple maimed and helpless. Leave me not An outcast in a land where no man dwells;
But either take me safe to thine own home,
Or to Euboea and Chalcodoii’s realm,
Whence I may cross to Oeta (’tis not far)
And the Trachinean passes and the stream Of broad Spercheius, and behold once more My father. Ah ! these weary years I’ve feared He must be dead, for messages full oft
1	sent by those who passed my way, entreating That he would fetch me in his own ship home But either he is dead, or, like enough,
My envoys (’tis the way of envoys) recked Little of my concerns and hastened home.
But now to thee, my messenger at once
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ηκω, σὺ σωσον, σύ μ’ ελέησον, εἰσορῶν ως πάντα δεινὰ καπικινδύνως βροτοϊς Κεῖται παθεῖν μὲν εὖ, παθεῖν δὲ θάτερα. χρὴ δ’ ἐκτὸς ὄντα πημάτων τὰ δείν’ ὁρᾶν, χωταν τις εὖ ζῇ, τηνικαῦτα τον βίαν σκοπείν μάλιστα, μὴ διαφθαρείς λάθη.
XOPOS
ἀντ.
οϊκτιρ, ἄναξ· πολλών ἔλεξεν δυσοίστων πόνων αθλ\ οἶα μηδεὶς των ἐμῶν τὐχοι φίλων. εἰ δὲ πικρούς, ἄναξ, ἔχθεις Ατρείδας, ἐγὼ μέν, τὺ κείνων κακόν τῷδε κέρδος μετατιθέμενος, ενθαπερ επιμέμονεν, ἐπ’ εὐστὁλου ταχείας νεὼς πορεύσαιμ &ν ἐς δόμους, τὰ ν θεών νέμεσιν έκφυλων.
ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ
ὅρα συ μη νυν μεν τις ευχερής παρης, ὅταν δὲ πλησθης της νόσου ξυνονσία, τότ ουκέθ’ αὑτὸς τοῖς λἀγοις τούτοις φανης.
510
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Χ0Ρ02
ήκιστα· τοῦτ’ οὐκ ἔσθ’ ἔπως ποτ’ εἰς ἐμὲ τοΰνειδος εξ εις ἐνδίκως όνειδίσαι.
ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ
ἀλλ’ αισχρό, μέντοι σου γε μ’ ενδεέστερου ξένφ φανήναι προς τὺ καίριου πονεϊν. ἀλλ’ εἰ δοκεῖ, πλέω μεν, όρμάσθω ταχύς· χή ναΰς γὰρ ἄξει κοὐκ άπαρνηθήσεται. μόνον θεοί σφζοιεν εκ τε τήσδε τῆς ἡμᾶς ὅποι τ’ ἐνθένδε βουλοίμεσθα πλεῖν.
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And saviour, I appeal; save, pity me,
Seeing upon how slippery a place Fortune for mortals and misfortune stand.
Therefore the than that lives at ease should look For rocks ahead, and when he prospers most Watch lest he suffer shipwreck unawares.
chorus
Pity, my chief!	(Ant.)
Pity a tale of agonizing grief!
Pray God no friend
Of mine may ever come to such an end !
O pity him!
I know thou hatest, prince, the Atridae grim ;
Tum to his gain
The villainy they plotted for his bane.
O take him home !
With him let our brave vessel cleave the foam; There would he be;
Thus from the dread Avengers shall we flee.
NEOPTOLEMUS
See that your present kindliness be not #
A passing mood, lest after, when ye come In closer contact with his malady,
Ye falter and belie these promises.
CHORUS
No, I shall ne’er be open to such charge.
NEOPTOLEMUS
’Twere shame indeed should I less zealous prove Than thou to help a stranger in his need.
So, if you please, we’ll sail; let hitn aboard;
Our ship methinks will not refuse her aid.
Only may heaven convey us from this shore Safe to the haven whither we would sail!
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ΦΙΛΟΚΤΗΤΗΣ
ω φίΧτατον μὲν ἦμαρ, ἥδιστος δ’ ἀνήρ, φίλοι δὲ ναῦται, πώς ἄν ὑμὶν ἐμφανὴς ἔργῳ γβνοίμην, ὦς μ’ ἔθεσθε ΊΡροσφιΧή; ίωμεν, ὦ παῖ, προσκνσαντε την ἔσω ἄοικον εἰσοίκησιν, ὦς με καὶ μάθης ἀφ’ ὧν διἐξων ως τ’ ἔφυν ενκάρδιος. οι μαι γὰρ οὐδ’ ἂν ὄμμασιν μονήν θέαν ἄλλον λαβόντα πλὴν ἐμοῦ τλῆναι τάδε· ἐγὼ δ’ άvάyκη προύμαθον στέpyειv κακά.
Χ0Ρ02
επίσχετον, μάθω μεν' ανSpe yap Βνο,
6 μὲν νεὼς σῆς ναυβάτης, ὁ δ’ άΧΧόθρονς, χωρεΐτον, ών μαθὁντες αὖθις εἴσιτον.
ΕΜΠΟΡΟΙ
Ἀχιλλἐως παῖ, τὁνδε τὸν £υν έμπορον,
ος ἦν νεὼς σῆς σὺν δυοῖν αΧΧοιν φύλαξ,
εκέΧενσ ἐμοί σε ποῦ κυρών εἴη? φράσαι,
επείπ&ρ άντέκνρσα, Βοξάζων μεν ον,
τνχ
πΧέ » » απ
ΤΙεπάρηθον, ώς ήκουσα τοὺς ναὑτας ὅτι σοὶ Πάντες εἶεν συννεναυστοΧηκότες, ἔδοξε μοι μὴ σῖγα, πρὶν φράσαιμί σοι, τον πλοῦν ποεισθαι, προστνχάντι των ίσων. οὐδὲν σύ που κάτοισθα των σαυτον πέρι, h τοῖσι ν Ἀργείοισιν ἀμφὶ σοῦ νέα βονΧεύματ ἐστί, κοὐ μόνον βουΧεύματα, ἀλλ’ ἔργα Βρώμεν, ουκέτ εξapyoύμεva.
ῃ δἐ πως πρὸς ταύτον όρμισθεϊς πέδον, ων yap ως ναύκΧηρος ον ποΧΧφ στόΧφ Ιλίου πρὸς οἴκον ἐς τὴν ενβοτρνν
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0	gladdest day, O dearest, dearest friend,
And ye, kind sailors, would that I could prove By acts my heartfelt gratitude! My son,
Let us be going, but before I go
Salute this homeless home, that thou mayst learn How hard my life, how great my hardihood.
1	think scarce any other man than, I,
Had he but seen it once, could have endured ;
But I was schooled by hard necessity.
[Neoptolemus is about to enter the cave with him.
CHORUS
Stay, for I see two men approach, the one A sailor from thy ship, and one a stranger.
First let us learn their errand, then go in.
Enter two sailors, one disguised as a Merchant Captain
SAILOR
Son of Achilles, finding I was moored In the same roadstead as thyself (by chance Not of intent), I asked thy shipmate here,
Who with two other hands was left aboard On guard, to tell me where thou might’st be found. For I, the captain of a single craft,
Was on my way from Ilium, homeward bound,
To Peparethus, for its vintage famed;
And learning that the crew I met ashore Were all thy fellow-voyagers, I thought It would be well, before I sailed away,
To have a word with thee and earn my dues.
I doubt thou knowest naught of thy concerns— What new designs the Argives have upon thee : Designs, say I ? Nay rather, plots full hatched.
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ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ
ἀλλ’ ἡ χάρις μὲν τῆς προμηθίας, ξἐνε, εἰ μὴ κακός πέφνκα, προσφιλὴς μενεῖ· φράσον δ’ ὅπερ, γ’ ἔλεξας, ως μάθω τί μοι νεώτερον βούΧευμ ἀπ’ Ἀργείων ἔχεις. ΕΜΠ0Ρ02
φρούδοι διώκοντές σε ναυτικά στόλψ Φοῖνιξ ὁ πρέσβυς οἶ τε θησέως κόροι.
ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ
ως ἐκ βίας μ’ ἄξοντες ἢ Χόγοις πάλιν;
ΕΜΠΟΡΟ 2
οὐκ οἶδ’· ἀκούσας δ’ ἄγγελος πάρειμι σοι. ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ
ἦ ταῦτα δη Φοῖνιξ τε χοἰ ξννναυβάται ον τω καθ’ ορμήν δρωσιν ’Ατρειδών χάριν; ΕΜΠ0Ρ02
ως ταῦτ’ ἐπίστω δρώμεν’, οὐ μέλλον τ ἔπι. ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ
πώς οὑπ Ὀδυσσεὺς πρὸς τάδ’ οὐκ αύτάνγγέλ,ος πλεῖν ἦν έτοιμος; ή φόβος τις εἶργέ νιν; ΕΜΠΟΡΟΙ
κ€ΐνός γ* ἐπ’ ἄλλον ἄνδρ’ ὁ Τυδέως τε παῖς ἔστελλον, ηνίκ ἐξανηγὁμην ἐγώ.
ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ
πρὸς ποιον αὖ τὁνδ’ αὐτὸς οὑδυσσεὺς ἔπλει; ΕΜΠ0Ρ02
ἦν δή τις—ἀλλὰ τὁνδε μοι πρώτον φράσον τις ἐστίν ὰν λέγῃς δὲ μὴ φωνει μἐγα· ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ
ὅδ’ ἔσθ’ ὁ κλεινός σοι Φιλοκτήτης, ξένε.
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NEOPTOLEMUS
I shall remember, sir, thy zealous care On my behalf; I am no graceless churl.
But tell me more precisely : let me learn These strange designs against me of the Greeks.
SAILOR
Old Phoenix has embarked with Theseus* sons On a war galley in pursuit of thee.
NEOPTOLEMUS
To bring me back by force or of my will ?
SAILOR
I know not; I report but what I heard.
NEOPTOLEMUS
Are Phoenix and his co-mates fired with zeal To pleasure the Atridae ? can this be ?
SAILOR
’Tis no surmise of mine; they are on the way.
NEOPTOLEMUS
How came it that Odysseus had no mind To sail on his own business ? Was he afraid ?
SAILOR
He and the son of Tydeus were engaged In quest of yet another, when I sailed.
NEOPTOLEMUS
Another ? Who this second man for whom Odysseus sailed himself?
SAILOR
A certain one . . .
Stay, who is this beside thee ? tell me first His name, and breathe it softly in my ear.
NEOPTOLEMUS
This, sir, is Philoctetes of world fame.
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ΕΜΠΟΡΟΙ
μή νυν μ’ ἔρῃ τὰ πλείον’, ἀλλ’ ὅσον τάχος ἔκπλει σεαυτὺν ξνλλαβών ἐκ τήσΒε γῆς. ΦΙΛΟΚΤΗΤΗΣ
τί φησιν, ὦ παῖ; τί με κατὰ σκότον ποτε Βιεμπόλα λόγοισι πρός σ’ ὁ ναυβάτης; ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ
οὐκ οἶδα πω τί φησι· δεῖ δ’ αυτόν λέγειν εἰς φῶς δ λέξει, πρὸς σὲ κἀμὲ τούσδε τε. ΕΜΠΟΡ02
ὦ σπέρμ’ Ἀχιλλέως, μή με Βιαβάλης στρατψ λἑγονθ’ ὰ μὴ δεῖ* πὁλλ’ ἐγὼ κείνων ΰπο Βρω ν ἀντιπάσχω χρηστά θ’, οΓ ἀνὴρ πενης. ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ
ἐ7ώ εἰμ’ Ἀτρείδαις δυσμενής* οὗτος δέ μοι φίλος μέγιστος, οΰνεκ Ατρείδας στύβει. δεῖ δή σ’ εμοιγ' ελθόντα προσφιλή, λόγων κρνψαι προς ἡμᾶς μηδὲν’ ὦν άκήκοας. ΕΜΠΟΡΟΙ
ο ρα τί ποιείς, π αι.
ΝΕΟΠΤΌΛΕΜΟΎ
σκοπώ κάγώ πάλαι. ΕΜΠ0Ρ02
σὲ θήσομαι τώνδ’ αίτιον.
ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ
ποιον λεγων. ΕΜΠ0Ρ02
λέγω, ’πὶ τούτον άνΒρε τώδ’ ὦπερ κλύεις, ὁ Τυδέως παῖς ἦ τ’ Όδυσσεως βία,
Βιώμοτοι πλεουσιν ἦ μὴν ἢ λἀγῳ πείσφτες αξειν ἡ πρὸς ισχύος κράτος.
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SAILOR
Stop not for further questioning! Remove !
Fly with all speed thou mayest from this land.
PH1LOCTETES
What says he, boy ? What does he whisper thee,
As though I were a piece of merchandise.
NEOPTOLEMUS
I know not yet, but he shall tell his tale Aloud, for thee and me and these to hear.
SAILOR
Child of Achilles, charge me not to the host For blabbing secrets. I’m a poor man and Greatly beholden to the generals,
Who’ve paid me for my service handsomely.
NEOPTOLEMUS
The Atridae are my enemies, and this man Because he hates them is my dearest friend.
And, if indeed thou comest as a friend,
Thou art bound to tell me all that thou hast learnt.
SAILOR
Take heed, boy, what thou’rt asking.
NEOPTOLEMUS
I have heeded.
SAILOR
Then thou must bear the consequence.
NEOPTOLEMUS
Say on.
SAILOR
Hear then : the two I named, Odysseus and The son of Tydeus now are hither bound To fetch this man, and they have sworn an oath To bring him by persuasion or by force.
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καὶ τ α vt ’ Αχαιοί Πάντες ἤκουον σαφώς Όδνσσέως λεγοντος· οὐτος γδη πλἔ01' το θάρσος εἶχε θατέρου δράσειν τάδε.
ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ
τίνος δ’ Ἀτρεῖδαι τοῦδ’ ἄγαν οὔτω χρόνψ τοσώδ* ἐπεστρέφοντο πράγματος χάριν, ον y €ΐχον ἤδη χοόνιον εκβεβλη κότες;	600
τίς ὁ πόθος αυτούς ΐκετ ; ἢ θεών βία καὶ νέμεσις, οΊπερ epy άμύνουσιν κακά;
ΕΜΠ0Ρ02
ἐγώ σε tout’, ἴσως γὰρ οὐκ άκήκοας, πᾶν εκδιδάξω. μάντις ἦν τις ευμενής,
ΤΙριάμον μὲν υἱός, ὄνομα δ’ ώνομάζετο Ἕλενος, δν οὑτος ννκτος ἐξελθὼν μόνος, ο πάντ άκούων αισχρά καί λωβήτ ἔπη δόλιος Ὀδυσσεὺς εἷλε· δεσμόν τ’ ἀγων ἔδειξ’ Ἀχαιοῖς ἐς μέσον, Θήραν καλήν ΰς δη τά τ’ ἄλλ’ αύτοισι πάντ έθέσπισεν 610 καὶ τἀπὶ Τροία περηαμ ως ον μή ποτε πέρσοιεν, ει μὴ τὁνὃε πείσαντες λόγῳ άηοιντο νήσου τῆσὃ* ἐφ’ ἦς ναίει τανῦν. καὶ ταῦθ’ όπως ήκουσ ο ΚαΑρτου τόκος τον μάντιν είπόντ, εὐθέως ύπέσχετο τον ανδρ Άχαιοΐς τόνδε δηλώσειν ἄγων οϊοιτο μεν μάλισθ* εκούσιον λαβών, ει μὴ θὲλοι δ’, ακοντα* καί τούτων κάρα τέμνειν εφεΐτο τῷ θέλοντι μὴ τν^ων. ήκουσας, ὦ παῖ, πάντα· τὺ σπευδειν δέ σοι 620 καύτφ παραινώ κεϊ τινος κήδει πέρι.
ΦΙΛΟΚΤΗΤΗ 2
οἵμοι τ άλας* ἦ κείνος, ἡ πασα βλάβη, έμ εις Αχαιούς ωμοσεν πείσας στελεΐν;
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PHILOCTETES
This by Odysseus plainly was professed In presence of the host; fbr he, more bold Than his co-partner, staked his credit on it.
NEOPTOLEMUS
But wherefore now, after the lapse of years Should the Atridae be concerned about A man they had abandoned and forgot ?
Was it compassion touched them, oi the dread Of retribution and the avenging gods ?
SAILOR
A matter that perchance to thee is strange I will unfold. There was a high bom seer,
A son of Priam, Helenus was his name.
Him that vile wretch—what epithet can match His utter villainy ?—that sly old fox,
Odysseus, on a nightly prowl waylaid,
Bound, and displayed him to the Argive host,
A goodly prize. Much else of grave import The prophet uttered, and he spake this word:
“ Ne’er can ye take the citadel of Troy
Till by persuasion ye have won him over
And brought him from the island where he bides.”
Hearing the prophet’s word, Odysseus straight
Engaged himself to bring the man away
And show him to the host. “ Willing ” (he said),
“ I hope, but at the worst, against his will.”
He staked his head on the venture; any one Who chose might be his headsman if he failed.
Thou hast heard all, my son ; be warned in time ; Take heed for thine own safety and thy friend’s.
PHILOCTETES
Ah me ! did that arch-felon swear indeed To bring me by persuasion to the Greeks ?
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πεισθησομαι γὰρ ὧδε κἀξ Ἀιδου θανων προς φως άνεΧθεϊν, ὥσπερ οὺκείνου πατ'ήρ. ΕΜΠ0Ρ02
οὐκ οἶδ’ ἐγὼ ταῦτ’· ἀλλ’ ἐγὼ μὲν εἶμ’ ἐπὶ ναῦν, σφῷν δ’ ὅττως άριστα συμφέρον θεός.
♦ΙΛΟΚΤΗΤΗ2
οὔκουν τάδ’, ώ παῖ, δείνα, τον Λαερτίου ἔμ’ ἐλπίσαι ποτ’ ἄν λὁγοισι μαΧθακοΐς δεῖξαι νεὼς ay ο vt ἐν Ἀργείοις μέσοις; ον· θάσσον ἄν τῆς πλεῖστον εχθίστης ἐμοὶ κΧυοιμί ἐχίδνης, ἦ μ’ ἔθηκεν ώο άπονν. ἀλλ’ ἔστ’ ἐκείνῳ πάντα Χεκτά, πάντα δὲ τολμητά· καὶ νυν οἶδ* όθοννεχ ΐξεται. αλλ, ω τεκνον, χωρωμεν, ως ημάς πολύ πέλαγος ὁρίξῄ τῆς Ὀδυσσέως νεὼς. ϊωμεν ή τοι καίριος σπουδὴ πόνου Χήξαντος ύπνον κάνάπαυΧαν fjyayev. ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ
οὐκοῦν ἐπειδὰν πνεύμα τούκ πρώρας avfj, τότε στεΧούμεν νυν yap άντιοστατεΐ. ΦΙΛΟΚΤΗΤΗΣ
ἀεὶ καλὸς πλοῦς ἔσθ’, όταν φεύγρς κακά. ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ
οὑκ, ἀλλὰ κάκείνοισι ταυτ εναντία. ΦΙΛΟΚΤΗΤΗΣ
οὐκ ἔστι λῃσταῖς πνεύμ εναντιονμενον, ὅταν παρῇ κΧέψαι τι χάρπάσαι βία. ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ
ἀλλ’ εἰ δοκεῖ, χωρωμεν, ένδοθεν Χαβων ὅτου σε χρεία και πόθος μάΧιστ έχει.
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PHILOCTETES
As soon by prayers shall I be brought agairi From death, as was his father,1 to the light.
SAILOR
That’s not for me to say, I must be going To join my ship. Farewell, and may the gods Be with you both and order all things well.
PHILOCTETES
What say’st thou, boy ? That he, Laertes’ son, Should think to wheedle me aboard his ship,
And make a show of me to the Greek host!
Is it not monstrous ? Sooner would I heed My mortal foe, the snake that crippled me.
But he—no word, no practice is too vile For him to stick at. He will come for sure.
Haste thee, my son, and put a many leagues Of ocean ’twixt Odysseus and our ship.
Bestir ye! Who in season labours best,
His labours ended, has the sweetest rest.
NEOPTOLEMUS
All in good time ; soon as the headwind drops We will weigh anchor; now ’tis in our teeth.
PHILOCTETES
To those who fly from ill all winds are fair.
NEOPTOLEMUS
But this wind’s contrary for them no less.
PHILOCTETES
For pirates no wind’s adverse, when there’s chance Of pillaging or robbery under arms.
NEOPTOLEMUS
Well, as thou will’st, we’ll sail; but from the cave Take anything thou needest or dost prize.
1 Sisyphus, the reputed father of Odysseus, ordered ,hia wife to leave his body unburied and so obtained leave from Pluto to return to earth in order to punish her impiety.
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♦ΙΛΟΚΤΗΤΗ2
ἀλλ’ ἔστιν ὦν δεῖ, καίπερ ον πολλών ἄπο. ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ
τί τ οὐθ’ δ μὴ νεώς γε τἧς ἐμῆς ἔπι;
ΦΙΛΟΚΤΗΤΗ 5
φυλλον τί μοι, πάρεστιν, ᾤ μάλιστ ἀεὶ κοιμω τὁδ’ ἕλκος, ώστε πραύνειν πάνυ.
ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ
ἀλλ’ ἔκφερ’ αὐτὸ. τί γὰρ ἔπ’ ἄλλ’ ἐρᾴς λαβειν; ΦΙΛΟΚΤΗΤΗΣ
εἶ μοι τι τόξων τῶνδ’ ἀ7τημελημένον 7Γαρερρύηκεν, ώς λίπω μή τῳ λαβειν.
ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ
ἢ ταῦτα γὰρ τὰ κλεινά τόξ* α νυν ἔχεις;
♦ΙΛΟΚΤΗΤΗ2
ταῦτ’, οὐ γὰρ ἀλλ’ ἔστ’, ἀλλ’ ὰ βαστάζω γεροΐν. ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ
ἄρ* ἔστιν ὥστε κἀγγύθεν θἐὰν λαβεῖν καὶ βαστάσαι με προσκύσαι ff ώσπερ θεόν; ♦ΙΛΟΚΤΗΤΗ2
σοι γ’, ὦ τέκνον, καὶ τοῦτο κἄλλο τῶν ἐμῶν ὁττοῖον ἄν σοι ξυμφέρῃ γενήσεται.
ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΣ
καὶ μὴν ἐρῶ γε, τὸν δ’ ἔρωθ’ οὔτως ἔχω* ει μοι θέμις, θέλοιμ αν* ει δὲ μή, παρες.
ΦΙΛΟΚΤΗΤΗΣ
ὅσια τε φωνεΐς ἔστι τ’, ὦ τέκνον, θέμις, ος γ ήλιου τὁδ’ είσοράν εμοί φάος μόνος δέδωκας, ὺς χρόν Οίταιαν ἰδεῖν, ὺς πατέρα πρέσβνν, ὺς φίλους, ὺς των ἐμων
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PHILOCTETES
PHILOCTETES
My store is scant, but certain things I need.
NEOPTOLEMUS
What that thou wilt not find on board my ship ?
PHILOCTETES
A herb of wondrous virtue wherewithal I use to mollify and lull my wound.
NEOPTOLEMUS
Then bring it with thee. What else wouldst thou take ?
PHILOCTETES
Some shafts, that may have dropped by accident, Lest a chance-comer find them, I would fetch.
NEOPTOLEMUS
Is that then in thy hands the famous bow ?
PHILOCTETES
This and none other is the famous bow.
NEOPTOLEMUS
May I have leave to gaze upon it close,
Handle it, aye adore it as a god ?
PHILOCTETES
Right willingly, my son, and aught beside That I can do to profit thee, command.
NEOPTOLEMUS
I have this longing, I confess, but if My longing seem not lawful, let it be.
PHILOCTETES
A pious scruple; but this privilege,
My son, is thine by right, for thou alone Hast given me to behold the light of day,
And Oeta, and my aged sire, and friends ;
For when I lay beneath my enemies’ heel,
419
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ΦΙΛΟΚΤΗΤΗ2
εχθρών μ ἔνερθεν ον τ’ άνέστησας πέρα» θάρσει, παρέσται ταῦτα σοι καὶ θιγγάνειν και δόντι δούναι κἀξεπεύξασθαι βροτων άρβτής ἕκατι τῶνδ* ἐπιῆταῦσαι μόνον ευεργετών γὰρ καυτός αυτ ἐκτησάμην.	670
ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ
οὐκ ἄχθομαι σ' ἰδὼν τε καὶ λαβών φίλον ὅστις εὖ δρᾶν εὖ παθών ἐπίσταται, παντὸς γένοιτ’ ἄν κτήματος κρείσσων φίλος, χωροΐς ἄν εἴσω.
ΦΙΛΟΚΤΗΤΗΣ
καὶ σέ γ* εἰσάξω* τὺ γὰρ νοσούν ποθεί σε Συμπαραστάτην λαβεῖν.
Χ0Ρ02
λἀγῳ μὲν έξήκουσ, 6πωπα δ’ οὐ μάλα, στρ. α#
τον πέλάταν λίκτρων ποτό των Διὸς
κατὰ δρομάδ* άμπυκα δέσμιον ως ἔβαλεν1 πᾶγ-
κρατης Κρόνου παῖς*	680
άλλον δ’ οὑτιν’ ἔγωγ’ οἶδα κλύων οὐδ’ ἐσιδὼν μοίρα τοῦδ’ έχθίονι συντνχόντα θνατων, ός οντ ίρξας τιν ου τι2 νοσφίσας, ἀλλ’ ἴσος ὦν ἵσοις ἀνήρ, ώλλυθ’ ώδ’ ἀναξίως. τόδε τοι θαύμα μ ἔ^ει,
πώς ποτε πῶς ποτ άμφιπλάκτων ρο θ ίων μόνος κλύων,
πως αρα παν&άκρυτον οντω β lot αν κατέσχεν	690
ἀντ. α
Γν’ αὐτὸς ἦν πρόσουρος, ούκ ἔχων βάσιν, οὐδέ τιν’ ἐ7χώρων κακσγβίτονα,
1 Ίξίονα κατ’ ἄμτυκα δἡ δρομάδα δἐσμιον 4s £λα/Β* ὅ MSS., Schneidewin oorr. 8 othf MSS., Schneidewin oerr.
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PHILOCTETES
’Twas thou upliftedst me above their heads,
It shall be thine to handle and return;
Fear not, and thou shalt boast that thou alone Of mortals, for tliy worth, hast handled it.
’Twas for a service done it came to me.1
NEOPTOLEMUS
’Tis pleasant to have found and proved a friend ;
For him who good for good returns I hold A friend more precious than unnumbered gold.
Now go within.
PHILOCTETES
That will I, and entreat Thine escort, for my ailment craves thine aid.
(They enter the cave.)
CHORUS
I saw him not, yet fame affirms the tale (Sir. 1) Of one who dared the bed of Zeus assail.
Him to the wheel that never stays its round Of torture, the great son of Kronos bound.
But, save of him alone,
To me no sadder fate is known Than of this saddest wight,
Or by report or sight:
Poor innocent who here to death art done!
He robbed or wronged none I marvel how thus desolate, all forlorn,
These long long years of anguish he hath borne, Hearing the breakers gride the cold grey stones,
(Ant. 1)
Himself for neighbour to himself he groans ; Limping with crippled feet,
He treads liis weary beat;
1 For kindling the funeral-pyre of Heracles on Mount Oeta.
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παρ ᾤ στόνον αντίτυπον βαρνβρωτ άποκλαν-σειεν αιματηρόν·
ος τὰν θερμοτάταν αἱμάδα κη κ ιο μίναν ίλκέων
ἐνθήρου ποδὸς ἡπίοισι
φύλλοις κατευνάσειεν, εἶ τις ἐμπέσοι,
φορβάΒος ἐκ γαίας ἕλων	700
εἶρπε γὰρ αλλοτ αλλαχά
τοτ’ ἄν εἰλυὁμενος
παῖς ἄτερ ὡς φίλας τιθήνας ὅθεν εὐμάρει’ ὑπάρ-χοι πόρου, ανίκ ἐξανείη δακέθυμος ἄτα·
στρ. β'
οὐ φορβαν ἱερᾶς γᾶς σπόρον, ούκ ἄλλων αϊρων των νεμἡμεσθ’ ἀνέρες άλφησταί,
7τλὴν ἐξ ώκνβόλων εἴ ποτε τόξων	710
πτανοΐς ἰοῖς ἀνὑσειε γαστρὶ φορβαν* ω μέλια ψνχά,
ος μηδ’ οίνο^ντου πώματος ησθη δεκέτει χρὁνῳ, λεύσσων δ’ οπού γνοίη στατόν εἰς ὕδωρ, ἀεὶ προσενώμα.
ἀντ. /S'
νῦν δ’ ἀνδρῶν αγαθών παιΒός ύπαντησας εὐδαίμων ἀνὑσει καὶ μίγας ἐκ κείνων	720
ὅς νιν ποντοπόρφ Βούρατι, πλήθει πολλών μηνών, πατρίαν ayei προς αὐλὰν Μαλιάδων ννμφαν
'ϊ.περχβιοΰ τε παρ’ όγθας, ιν ο χάλκασπις άνηρ θεοῖς
πλάθει πατρός 1 θεἐφ πυρὶ παμφαής,
O ἴτας ὑπὲρ ἔχθω ν. 1
1 πασι MSS., Jpbb cor?.
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PHILOCTETES
No comrade by
To give him sigh for sigh,
No friend in whose responsive ear to pour His woes—the anguish of his festering sore ;
To quell the burning rage,
The throbs assuage
With simples gathered from the kindly soil;
But ’twixt the spasms he must crawl and moil To find the herb, a spell to lay the curse,
Like some weak infant parted from its nurse.
Not his to sow the seed	(Str. 2)
Or on the largesse feed
That boon earth showers on all the sons of men;
Happy, if now and then The bolt from his unerring bow can wing Some living thing.
Poor wretch, who ten long years athirst did pine, Without one draught of soul-refreshing wine,
But sought some stagnant pool His parched throat to cool.
{Ant. 2)
Now hath he found a champion good and true,
And by his woes ennobled shall renew
His pristine fame. The tale of months complete,
Home shall he journey with our homing fleet.
There on Spercheios* marge, his ancient home,
The haunt of Malian naiads, he shall roam,
Where the famed hero of the brazen shield,
His full divinity in flames revealed And in a fiery car ascending high O’er Oeta was translated to the sky.
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ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ
ἔρπ*, εἰ θἐλεις. τί δή ποθ* ώδ* ἐξ οὺδενὸς Χἀγου σιωπάς κάπόπΧηκτος ώδ* ἔχει; ΦΙΛΟΚΤΗΤΗΣ
730
ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ
τι ο 1 εστιν;
ΦΙΛΟΚΤΗΤΗΣ
οὐδὲν δεινόν ἀλλ* ἵθ\ ώ τἑκνον. ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ
μῶν ἄλγος ϊσχεις τῆς παρεστώσης νόσον; ΦΙΛΟΚΤΗΤΗ*
οὐ δῆτ* ἔγαἀγ, ἀλλ’ ἄρτι κούφιζαν δοκὼ. ὦ θεοί.
ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ
τί τοὺς θεοὺς ώδ* άναστένων καΧεις; ΦΙΛΟΚΤΗΤΗΣ
σωτήρας αυτούς ηπίους θ’ ἡμῖν μολεῖν.
» Λ » Λ
αα, αα.
ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ
τί ποτε πέπονθας; ονκ ἐρεῖς, ἀλλ’ ώδ* ἔσει 740 σιγηλός; ἐν κακῷ δέ τῳ φαίνει κυρών.
ΦΙΛΟΚΤΗΤΗΣ
ἀπόλωλα, τέκνον, κού Βυνήσομαι κακόν κρύψαι παρ υ μιν, άτταταΐ· Βιέρχεται διέρχεται, δύστηνος, ὦ τάλα? ἐγω. άποΧωΧα, τέκνον βρύκομαι, τίκνον παπαϊ, άπαππαπαΐ, παπαππαπαππαπαππαπαΐ. προς θεῶν, πρόχειρον εἴ τί σοι, τέκνον,,πάρα ξίφος χεροΐν, πάταξον εἰς ἄκρον πόδα· ἀπάμησον ώς τάχιστα* μὴ φείση βίου, ἵθ’, ὦ παῖ.	759
1 Erfurdt edded 5*r
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PHILOCTETES
NEOPTOLEMUS
Be moving if it please thee . . . Why, what means This sudden silence, this amazedness ?
PHILOCTETES
Ah me ! Ah me!
NEOPTOLEMUS
What is it ?
PHILOCTETES
A mere nothing, boy; go on.
NEOPTOLEMUS
Thou feelest thine old malady again ?
PHILOCTETES
No, a mere twinge ; I think ’tis passing now—
O God!
NEOPTOLEMUS
Why groan aloud and call on God ?
PHILOCTETES
To save me and deliver me. . . . Ah me!
NEOPTOLEMUS
What ails thee ? Wilt not tell me ? Wilt not speak ? That something troubles thee is very plain.
PHILOCTETE8
My son, I am lost, undone ! Impossible To hide it longer from you; lost, undone !
It stabs me, stabs me through and through and through.
Ah me! ah me ! ah me !
For heaven’s sake, if thou hast a sword at hand, Draw it, my son, strike swiftly, at a stroke Cut off this foot, no matter if it kill me;
Quick, quick, my son !
4*5
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ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ
τί δ’ ἔστιν οὔτω νεοχμον ἐξαίφνης, ὅτ ου τοσήνδ’ ἰϋγὴ ν καὶ στ όνον σ αυτού ττοεΐ;
ΦΙΛΟΚΤΗΤΗ 2 οίσθ*, & τέκνον;
ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ
τί δ* ἔστιν;
ΦΙΛΟΚΤΗΤΗΣ
οἶσθ’, ώ παῖ; ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ
τί σοι;
ον κ
οἶδα.
4πὸ
ΦΙΛΟΚΤΗΤΗΣ
πῶς οὐκ οίσθα; πατηταπαππαπαΐ.
ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ
δεινόν γε τοὑπίσαγμα τοῦ νοσήματος. ΦΙΛΟΚΤΗΤΗΣ
δεινόν γὰρ οὐδὲ ρητόν* ἀλλ’ οϊκτιρε με.
ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ τί Βήτα δράσω;
ΦΙΛΟΚΤΗΤΗ 2
μή με ταρβήσας ττροδφς* ἥκει γὰρ αὕτη διὰ 'χρόνου ττΧάνοις ίσως ως ἐξεπλήσθη.
ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ ἰὼ ἰὼ δύστηνε σύ,
δύστηνε δῆτα διὰ πόνων ττάντων φανείς. βούλει Χάβω μαι δῆτα και θίγω τι σου; ΦΙΛΟΚΤΗΤΗΣ
μὴ δῆτα τοῦτο γ’· ἀλλά μοι τὰ πὸξ* ἐλὼρ τάδ’, ώσπερ ἥτου μ’ ἀρτίως, εως ἀυῇ
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NEOPTOLEMUS
What is this sudden fit
That makes thee moan so and bewail thyself?
PHILOCTETES
Thou knowest, boy.
NEOPTOLEMUS
What is it ?
PHILOCTETES
Thou knowest.
NEOPTOLEMUS
Nay,
What ails thee ?
PHILOCTETE8
Knowest thou not ? Ah me ! Ah me!
NEOPTOLEMUS
The burden of thy pain is terrible.
PHILOCTETES
Yea, terrible, past words. O pity me.
NEOPTOLEMUS
What shall I do?
PHILOCTETES
Fear me not, leave me not:
My ailment loves to play the truant, stray Awhile, and then come home again, belike Tired with its holiday.
NEOPTOLEMUS
Alas ! poor wretch,
Wretched indeed in all thy suffering proved.
Wilt lean on me ? Shall I take hold of thee ?
PHILOCTETES
Nay touch me not, I beg, but take this bow Which thou didst crave to handle, and until
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ΦΙΛ0ΚΤΗΤΗ2
τ ο πη μα τούτο τῆς νοσου το νυν παρόν, σφζ* αὐτὰ καί φύλασσε, λαμβάνει yap οὐν ύπνος μ, οτ αν περ το κακόν εξίη τόδε· κούκ ἔστι λήξαι πρότερον· ἀλλ’ εάν χρεών εκηλον ευδειν. ἢν οὲ τῷδε τῷ ^ρο ν φ μόλωσ εκείνοι, προς θεῶν εφιεμαι έκόντα μηδ’ άκοντα μηδέ τῳ τέχνη κείνοις μεθεϊναι ταύτα, μη σ αυτόν ff άμα κάμ, 3 vt α σαυτοΰ πρόστροπον, κτείνας γένη ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ
θάρσει προνοίας ούνεκ· ου δοθήσεται πλην σοι τε κάμοί· ξύν τύχη δὲ πρόσφερε.
ΦΙΛΟΚΤΗΤΗ 2
ἰδοὺ δέχου, παΐ· τον φθόνον δὲ πρόσκυσον μη σοι ηενεσθαι πόλύπον αυτά μηδ1 όπως εμοί τε καί τῷ πρόσθ* εμού κεκτημένφ.
ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ
ω θεοί, yevoiTo ταΰτα νῷν γένοιτο δὲ πλους ούριός τε κευσταλης δποι ποτε θεός δίκαιοί χώ στόλος πορσύνεται.
ΦΙΛΟΚΤΗΤΗΣ
ἀλλ* οὖν δέδοικα μὴ άτελεστ €υχη, τέκνον.1 στάζει γὰρ αὖ μοι φοίνιον τόδ’ εκ βυθού κηκιον αίμα, καί τι προσδοκώ νέον. παπαι, φεΰ.
παπαῖ μάλ*, ὦ πούς, οΐά μ ερηασει κακα. προσ έρπει,
προσέρχεται τὁδ’ ἐγγύς, οἵμοι μοι ταλας. ἔχετε τὺ πρᾶγμα* μὴ φύyητε μηδαμη. άτταταί.
1 ἀλλά δἐδοικ\ * παῖ, μἡ τ’ ἀτελἡς «όχἡ MSS. The text combination of Tricliniue and Jebb.
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The spasm that now disables me is gone,
Keep it and guard it well; for when the fit Passes, a drowsiness comes over me ;
And sleep’s the only medicine that gives ease.
So let me slumber undisturbed, and if
They come the while, I charge thee, boy, by heaven,
Let them not have it, yield not up the bow,
Willing or nilling, or by force or fraud ;
Lest thou should’st prove a double murderer,
And slay thyself and me thy suppliant.
NEOPTOLEMUS
I will be vigilant, fear not; none shall have it But thou and I alone; so give it to me.
Good luck attend it!
PHILOCTETES
Take it then, my son,
But first propitiate the Jealous God,
Lest it should prove to thee a bane, as erst To me and to its former lord it proved.
NEOPTOLEMUS
Heaven grant this prayer to both of us, and grant A fair and prosperous voyage whithersoe’er Our destined course is set and heaven ordains!
PHILOCTETES
Alas, my son! I fear thy prayers are vain ;
For once again upwelling from the wound The black blood trickles auguring a relapse.
Out, out upon thee, damned foot! Alack!
What plague hast yet in store for me ? Alack !
It prowls, it stalks amain, ready to spring.
Woe ! Now ye know my torture, leave me not j Ah me ! Ah me !
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ω ξένε Κεφαλλην, εἴθε σου διαμπερὲς . στέρνων ἔχοιτ* ἄλγησις ἦδε. φεῦ, παπαῖ, παπαῖ μάλ’ αὖθις. ·> ὦ διπλοί στρατηλάται, Ἀγάμεμνον, ὦ Μενέλαε, πώς ἄν ἀντ’ ἐμοῦ τὸν ἴσον χρόνον τρέφοιτε τήνδε τὴν νόσον; ίώ μοι.
ω θάνατε θάνατε, πώς αει καλούμενος οὔτω κατ’ ἦμαρ, οὐ δύνᾳ μολεϊν ποτε;
& τέκνον ω yevvaiov, ἀλλὰ συλλαβών τῷ Αημνίφ τῷ δ* άνα καλού μένω πυρὶ	800
ἔμπρησον, ώ γενναίε· κάγώ τοι ποτε • τον του Διὸς παῖδ’ ἀντὶ τῶνδε τῶν οπλών, α νυν συ σφξεις, τούτ επηξίωσα 8ράν. τί φής, παῖς
τί φής; τί σιηας; που ποτ ων, τέκνον, κυρεῖς; ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ
ἀλγῶ πάλαι δὴ τἀπὶ σοὶ στένων κακά.
ΦΙΛΟΚΤΗΤΗΣ
ἀλλ’, ὦ τέκνον, καὶ βάσσος ϊσχ· ως ἦδε μοι ὸξβῖα φοίτα καί ταχεϊ απέρχεται. ἀλλ’ ἀντιάζω, μή με καταλίπης μόνον.
ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ θάρσει, μενοΰμεν.
ΦΙΛΟΚΤΗΤΗΣ ἦ μενεΐς;
ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΣ
σαφώς φρονεί.	#ιο
ΦΙΛΟΚΤΗΤΗΣ
οὐ μην σ ένορκόν γ άξιω θέσθαι, τέκνον. ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ
ὡς ου θέμις γ’ εμού στ ι σου μολεϊν ἄτερ.
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Would God, O Cepallenian, through thy breast This spasm might pass and hold thee in its grip! Woe’s me and woe once more! Ye generals twain, Menelaus, Agamemnon, might this worm Devour your vitals no less time than mine !
0	Death, Death, Death! how is it that invoked Day after day, thou wilt not heed my call ?
Boy, noble boy, of thy nobility
1	pray thee take and in those Lemnian flames Consume me, welcome now to me as when
I dared to do it for the son of Zeus,
And won for meed the bow thy bearest now.
Speak ! answer! why thus absent, O my son ?
NEOPTOLEMUS
My heart was heavy, musing on thy woes.
PHILOCTETES
Nay, be of better cheer, my son ; this pain,
As in its onset sudden, so departs.
Only, I pray thee, leave me not alone.
NEOPTOLEMUS
Take heart; we’ll stay.
PHILOCTETES
Thou wilt ?
NEOPTOLEMUS
In sooth I will.
PHILOCTETES
It were not meet to bind thee with an oath.
NEOPTOLEMUS
I am bound in honour not to leave thee here.
Digitized by Google
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ΦΙΛΟΚΤΗΤΗΣ
ἔμβαλλε χειρὸς πίσ τιν.
ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ
ἐμβάλλω μενεῖν.
♦ΙΛΟΚΤΗΤΗ5 ἐκεῖσε νῦν μ’, ἐκεῖσε
ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ ποῖ λέγεις;
ΦΙΛΟΚΤΗΤΗΣ
ἄνω
ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ
τί παραφρονείς αν; τί τον ἄνω λεύσσεις κύκλον
ΦΙΛΟΚΤΗΤΗΣ
μέθες μέθες με.
ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ
ποῖ μεθώ;
ΦΙΛΟΚΤΗΤΗΣ
μέθες ποτέ. ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΣ
οὑ φημ’ ἐάσειν.
ΦΙΛΟΚΤΗΤΗΣ
ἀπὸ μ’ ὸλεῖς, ἢν πρόσθιος. ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ
καὶ δὴ μεθίημ’, εἶ τι1 δὴ πλέον φρονείς.
ΦΙΛΟΚΤΗΤΗΣ
ὦ γαῖα, δἑξαι θανάσιμὁν μ όπως ἔχω το γὰρ κακόν τὁδ’ οὐκέτ’ ορθοΰσθαί μ’ ἐφ.
ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ
τὸν ἄνδρ* ἔοικεν ὑπνος οὐ μακροΰ χρόνου ἕξειν· κάρα γὰρ υπτιάζεται τόδε· ίορως γέ τοί νιν πᾶν καταστάζει δέμας,
1 μ«0ίιρ*ι' τί δἡ MSS., Hermann corr.
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Thy hand upon it.
NEOPTOLEMUS
Here’s my hand in pledge.
PHILOCTETES
Then yonder, let me yonder—
NEOPTOLEMUS
Whither then ?
PHILOCTETES
Up higher—
NEOPTOLEMUS
Art thou wandering once again ? Why starest at the firmament on high ?
PHILOCTETES
Let me go.
NEOPTOLEMUS
Whither?
PHILOCTETES
Let me go, I say.
NEOPTOLEMUS
Thou shalt not.
PHILOCTETES
Touch me not, ’twould be my death,
NEOPTOLEMUS
Well, I release thee. Thou art calmer now.
PHILOCTETES
Take me, O Earth, a dying man, so near His end with sickness that he cannot stand.
NEOPTOLEMUS
Methinks in no long time he’ll be asleep ;
For, see, his head sinks backward, and o’er all His body, look you, trickle beads of sweat,
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μέλαινά τ’ άκρου τις παρέρρωγεν ποδὸς αίμορραγής φλέψ*, ἀλλ’ εάσωμεν, φίλοι, ἑκηλον αυτόν, ως ἄν εἰς ύπνον Πίση.
X0P02S
*ΤτΓν’ όδύνας ἀδαήςκ’Τπνε δ’ ἀλγέω ν,	στρ.
εὐαὲς1 ἡμῖν ἔλθοις, εὐαίων εὐαίων, ωναξ·
ομμασι δ’ άντίσχοις	830
τάνδ’ αϊγλαν, ὰ τέταται τανῦν.
ἴθι ἴθι μοι παιὼν.
ὦ τέκνον, ο ρα που στάσβι,
ποϊ δέ μοι τἀνθένδε βάσει,*
φροντίδος. 6ρ ας ήδη.
πρὸς τί μενουμεν πράσσειν;
καιρός τοι πάντων γνώμα ν ϊσγων
πολύ τι πολύ παρά πόδα κράτος αρνυται.
ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ
ἀλλ’ ὅδε μὲν κλὑει ούδέν, ἐγὼ δ’ ὁρω οὕνεκα Θήραν τήνδ* ἁλέως ἔχομεν τόξων, δίχα τοῦδε πλέοντες.	840
τοῦδε γὰρ ὁ στέφανος, τούτον θεός είπε κομίζειν. κομπειν δ’ ἔστ’ ατελή συν ψευδεσιν αισχρόν ὄνειδος.
ΧΟΡΟΣ
ἀλλὰ, τέκνον, τάδε μὲν θεὺς δήτεται*	ἀντ. ;
ὦν δ* ἄν άμείβη μ αὖθις,
βαιάν μοι, βαιάν, ω τέκνον,	Ι
πέμπε λόγων φάμαν
1	ευαἡς MSS., Hermann eorr.
2	ποῖ Sc βάσει, »«ς δἐ μοι τάντευβεν MSS., Jebb corr.
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And from an artery in his wounded foot
The black blood spurts. So let us leave him, friends
In peace and quiet till he fall asleep.
CHORUS
Sleep immune of cares,	(Str.)
Sleep that knows not cumber,
Breathe thy softest airs,
Prince of painless slumber!
O’er his eyes alway Let thy dream-light play ;
Healer come, we pray.
My son, bethink thee how
Thou standest, and what next Thou purposest; not now
The time to halt perplexed.
Why longer here remain ?
Ever occasion ta’en
At the full flood brings gain.
NEOPTOLEMUS
We might escape and steal his bow indeed (He hears us not); but little should we speed Without the man. Himself he must be brought,
So the God bade; he is the prize we sought;
He crowns our triumph, and ’twere double shame Falsely a fraud-won victory to claim.
CHORUS
Far things with Heaven lie,	(Ant.)
Look thou to what is near,
And, when thou mak’st reply,
Low breathe it in my ear:
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ώς παντων ἐν νόσω ενδρακης
ὕπνος ἄϋπνος λεὑσσειν.
ἀλλ’ ὅτι δννα μάκιστον
κείνο δη μοι κείνο Χάβρα
εξιδοΰ διτα πράξεις.
οἶσθα γὰρ ὰν1 αύδωμαι,
εἰ ταύταν τούτων ηνωμαν ἵσχεις,
μάλα τοι άπορα πνκινοϊς ἐνιδεῖν πάθη.
οὖρος τοι, τἑκνον, οὖρος· ἀνὴρ δ’ ανάμματος ούδ’ ἔχων άpωyάv εκτέταται ννχιος,
(ἀλεὴς ύπνος ἐσθλὸς,)
οὐ χερὸς, οὐ ποδὸς, ον τινος άρχων,
αλλά τις ως Άίδα παρακείμενος.
δρα, βλεπ ει καίρια
φθἐγγει· το δ9 άλώσιμον
εμα φροντίδι, παῖ,
πόνος ὁ μὴ φόβων κράτιστος.
ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ
σιγᾶν κελεύω μηδ’ αφεστάναι φρένων κινεί yap ἀνὴρ ὄμμα κάνώγει κάρα.
♦ΙΛΟΚΤΗΤΗ5
ώ φέyyoς ύπνον διάδοχον το τ’ ελπίδων άπιστον οΙκονρημα τωνδε των ξένων. ου yap ποτ , ώ παῖ, τοῦτ’ ἄν έξηνχησ ἐγώ, τλήναί σ’ ελεινως ὧδε τἀμὰ πήματα μεῖναι παρόντα καί ξννωφέλονντά μοι. ουκουν Άτρεΐδαι τούτ ετλησαν ενφορως 2 όντως ἐνεγκεῖν, ἀγαθοὶ στρατηλάται.
1 «ν or δν MSS., Hermann corr.
3	«όπἀρας MSS., Brunck corr.
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Sleepless the sick man’s sleep,
Quick-eared to catch each sound ;
His eyes, though closed, yet keep Sharp watch around.
Wherefore explore in stealth, my son,
How what thou dost may best be done.
If thy plan be still the same,
What it is I need not name,
Plain to one who looks before Are his troubles vast and sore.
The breeze sets fair, sets fair, my son,
And there outstretched he lies As one who hath nor ears nor eyes.
(How good to sleep Γ the sun!)
Of hand or foot, no motion has he, none
More than the dead who in Earth’s bosom rest. Then look, my son, look that thou utterest Sane counsels. If a plain man might advise Thy wisdom, the discreetest way is best.
NEOPTOLEMUS
Silence, and keep your wits; his eyes begin To open and he raises now his head.
PHILOCTETB8
O sweet to wake to the broad day and find,
What least I hoped, my kindly guardians by.
For this, my son, I never had presumed To hope, that thou would’st thus compassionately Wait to attend my woes and minister.
The Atridae, those brave captains never showed Courage to bear them patiently. But thou
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ἀλλ’ εὺγενὴς γὰρ ἡ φύσις κάξ evyevcov, ω τέκνον, ἡ σή, πάντα ταύτ ἐν βὐχερεῖ ἔθου, βοῆς τε καὶ δυσοσμίας γἐμων. καὶ νυν ἐπειδὴ τοῦδε τοῦ κακού δοκεῖ λήθη τις εἶναι κάνάπανλα δή, τέκνον, σύ μ’ αὐτὸς ἄρον, σύ με κατάστησον, τέκνον, ἵν*, ηνίκ &ν κόπος μ’ ἀπαλλάξῃ ποτέ, ὁρμωμεθ’ ἐς ναῦν μηδ’ ἐπίσχωμεν το πλεῖν. ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ
ἀλλ’ ἥδομαι μέν σ’ εἰσιδὼν παρ’ ἐλπίδα άνώΒυνον βλόποντα κάμπνέοντ ἔτι· ως οὐκέτ’ ὄντος γὰρ τὰ συμβοΚαιά σου προς τὰς παρούσας ξυμφοράς ἐφαίνετο. νυν δ5 αἶρε σαυτόν εἰ δέ σοι μᾶλλον φίλον, οϊσουσί σ οἶδε· τοῦ πόνου γὰρ οὐκ ὄκνος, . ἐπείπερ οὔτω σοί τ’ ἔδοξ’ ἐμοί τε δρᾶν. ΦΙΛΟΚΤΗΤΗΣ
αινώ τάδ*, ὦ παῖ, καί μ’ ἔπαιρ’, ώσπερ νοείς* τοὐτους δ’ ἔασον, μὴ βαρυνθωσιν κακτ) ὸσμῇ προ του δέοντος* οὺπὶ νηὶ γὰρ ἅλις πόνος τούτοισι συνναίειν ἐμοί.
ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ
ἔσται τάδ’· ἀλλ’ ἴστω τε καυτός άντόχου. ΦΙΛΟΚΤΗΤΗΣ
θάρσει* τό τοι σύνηθες ορθώσει μ’ ἔθος. ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ
παπαΐ· τί δῆτ’ αν δρῷμ’ ἐγὼ τοὑπθένδε γε; ♦ΙΛΟΚΤΗΤΗ5
τί δ’ ἔστιν, ὦ παῖ; 7Γ0ῖ ποτ’ έξέβης λόγῳ; ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ
οὐκ οἶδ’ οποί χρὴ τ άπορον τρἐπειν ἔπος.
PHILOCTETES
By nature noble as by birth, my son,
Mad’st light of all the sores to eye and ear,
And nostrils, that my malady inflicts.
But now at last, ’twould seem, a lull has come,
A respite and oblivion of my ills;
Raise me thyself, boy, set me on my feet,
That, when the attack has wholly spent itself,
We may aboard and instantly set sail.
NEOPTOLEMUS
Right glad am I to see thee breathing still,
Alive, beyond all hope, and freed from pain;
For to appearance thou didst bear the seal And signature of death. Now raise thyself,
Or if thou choosest, these shall carry thee;
Such service will they readily perform,
Since thou and I alike are thus resolved.
PHILOCTETES
I thank thee, son, and, if it pleaseth thee,
Raise me thyself and spare thy men this task,
Lest they be sickened with my fetidness Before the time ; they’ll have enough to bear With me for messmate when we are aboard.
NEOPTOLEMUS
So be it; now, stand up, lay hold of me.
PHILOCTETES
Fear not, long use and wont has taught me how.
NEOPTOLEMUS
Ye Gods! What now remains for me to do ?
PHILOCTETES
What is it, my son, what mean these whirling words?
NEOPTOLEMUS
I speak perplextly, know not how to speak.
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ΦΙΛΟΚΤΗΤΗ*
ἀπορεῖς δὲ του σύ; μὴ Χέ/, ώ τέκνον, τάδε. ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ
ἀλλ’ ἐνθάδ* ἤδη τοῦδε τοῦ πάθους κυρώ.
ΦΙΛΟΚΤΗΤΗΣ
οὐ δή σε δυσχέρεια τοῦ νοσήματος	goo
ἔπεισεν ὥστε μή μ’ ἄγειν ναύτην ἔτι;
ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ
ἅπαντα δυσχέρεια, τὴν αυτού φύσιν όταν λιπών τις δρᾴ τὰ μὴ προσεικότα.
ΦΙΛΟΚΤΗΤΗΣ
ἀλλ* οὐδὲν ἔξω τοῦ φυτβύσαντος συ ye 8 ρ ας οὐδὲ φ ω νεῖν, ἐσθλὺν ἄνδρ’ ἐπωφελων. ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ
αισχρός φανού μαι· τοῦτ’ άνιωμαι πάλαι.
ΦΙΛΟΚΤΗΤΗΣ
οΰκουν ἐν οἶς γ€ δρἀγ ἐν οἶς δ’ αὐδᾴς ὸκνω.
ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ
ὦ Ζεῦ, τί δράσω; δεὑτεοον \ηφθω κακός, κρύτττων θ’ ὰ μὴ δεῖ και λέγω ν αϊσχιστ ἐττων; ΦΙΛΟΚΤΗΤΗΣ
ἀνὴρ ὅδ’, εἰ μὴ ’γὼ κακός γνώμων ἔφυν,	910
προδούς μ’ ἔοικε κάκΧπτων τον ττΧοΰν στελεῖν. ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ
λιπών μὲν οὐκ ἔγωγε· λυπηρῶς δὲ μὴ πέμπω σε μᾶλλον, τοῦτ’ άνιωμαι πάλαι.
ΦΙΛΟΚΤΗΤΗΣ
τί ποτε λέγεις, ὦ τέκνον; ώς οὐ μανθάνω. ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ
οὐδέν σε κριτφω· δεῖ γὰρ ἐς Τροίαν σε πλεῖν πρὸς τοὺς4Αχαιούς καί τον Ατρειδών στόλον.
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What can perplex thee ? say not so, my son.
NEOPTOLEMUS
Too deep involved, I cannot otherwise.
PHILOCTETES
What! the offensiveness of my complaint Will stay thee now from taking me aboard ?
NEOPTOLEMUS
All is offensive when a man is false
To his true self and, knowing right, does wrong.
PHILOCTETES
But thou dost naught in word or deed to shame Thy birth in succouring a worthy man.
NEOPTOLEMUS
I shall be proved a rogue; this tortures me.
PHILOCTETES
Not in thy deeds—thy words do give me pause.
NEOPTOLEMUS
God help me now ! Must I appear twice base,
Hide what I should not and my shame reveal ?
PHILOCTETES
The youth, if I misjudge him not, intends To play me false and leave me stranded here.
NEOPTOLEMUS
Leave thee ? Not so, but what will irk thee more, Convey thee hence. *Tis this that tortures me.
PHILOCTETES
Thy words are dark, I cannot catch their drift.
NEOPTOLEMUS
I will be plain and round with thee. To Troy Thou sailest, to the Atridae and the hQ$k
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ΦΙΛΟΚΤΗΤΗΣ
οἵμοι, τί εἶπας;
ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ μὴ στέναξε, πρὶν μάθῃς. ΦΙΛΟΚΤΗΤΗ 2
ποΐον μάθημα; τί με νοείς δρασαί ποτε; ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ
σωσαι κακού μεν πρώτα τοῦδ*, ἔπειτα δὲ ξύν σοὶ τὰ Τροίας πεδία πόρθησαν μολὼν.
ΦΙΛΟΚΤΗΤΗΣ καὶ ταῦτ* ἀληθῆ δρᾶν νοεῖς;
ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ
πολλὴ κρατεί τούτων ανάγκη, καί σὺ μὴ θύμον κλύω ν. ΦΙΛΟΚΤΗΤΗΣ
άπόΧωΧα τλήμων, προδέδομαι. τί μ’, ω ξένε, δέδρακας; άποδος ως τάχος τα τόξα μοι. ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ
ἀλλ’ οὐν οἷόν τε* τῶν γὰρ ἐν τέλει κΧύειν τ6 τ ένοικόν με καί το συμφέρον ποεΐ.
ΦΙΛΟΚΤΗΤΗ*
ώ πυρ συ καί παν δεῖμα καὶ πανουργίας δεινής τέγνημ ἔχθιστον, οἷά μ* είργάσω, οἷ’ ηπάτηκας· οὐθ επαισχύνει μ όρων τον προστρόπαιον, τον ικέτην, & σχέτΧιε; άπεστέρηκας τον βίον τὰ πὸξ’ ὲλών. ἀπόδος, ίκνονμαί σ’, ἀπὁδος, ικετεύω, τέκνον πρὸς θεών πατρψων, τον βίον με μη ἀφέλῃ,1
1 μἡ μ* ἀφἐλ^ς MSS., Elmeley oorr.
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PH ILOCTETES
Alas ! What say’st thou ?
NEOPTOLEMUS
Murmur not but hear me—
PHILOCTETES
Hear me, quoth he ! what wilt thou do with me ?
NEOPTOLEMUS
First from this misery rescue thee, and then,
With thee to aid me, ravage Ilium.
PHILOCTETES
Wilt thou indeed do this ?
NEOPTOLEMUS
Necessity
Leaves me no choice ; so take it not amiss.
PHILOCTETES
Me miserable ! I am undone, betrayed
How hast thou used me, sir ! I charge thee straight
Give back my bow !
NEOPTOLEMUS
φ That cannot be, for I By policy and duty both am bound To obey my chiefs.
PHILOCTETE8
Thou fire, thou utter monster,
Abhorred masterpiece of knavery,
How hast thou served me, cheated me, abused ?
Art not ashamed to look on me, thou wretch,
Thy suppliant, thy bedesman ? Robbing me Of this my bow thou robbest me of life.
Restore it, I beseech thee, O my son,
Oh, an thou lov’st me, give me back my bow ;
Rob me not, by thy gods I pray, of life!
443
Digitized by L,ooQ[e
ΦΙΛΟΚΤΗΤΗΣ
ώμοι τάλας. ἀΧΧ* οὐδὲ προσφωνεῖ μ ἔτι, ἀλλ’ ως μεθήσων μηποθέ, ώδ’ ὸρᾴ πάλιν. ω λιμένες, ὦ προβλήτες, & ξυ νο υ σίαι Θηρών όρείων, ὦ καταρρώγες πέτραι, ὑμῖν τάδ\ οὐ γὰρ άλλον οἶδ’ ὅτῳ λἐγα>, άνακλαίομαι παρόν σ ι τοῖς είωθόσιν, οΓ ἔργ ὁ παῖς μ ἔδρασεν ούξ Ἀχιλλἑως· όμόσας άπάξειν οϊκαδ', ἐς Τροία ν μ’ ἄγει· πρόσβεις τε χεΐρα δεξιάν, τὰ τὁξα μου ἱερὰ λαβών τον Ζηνός €Ή.ρακλέους ἔχει, καὶ τοϊσιν Ἀργείοισι ὼήνασθαι θέλει· ως ἄνδρ’ ἑλὼν Ισχυρόν εκ βίας μ ay ει, κούκ οἶδ* ἐναίμων νεκρόν ἢ καπνού σκιάν, εἴδωλον ἄλλως· οὐ γὰρ ἄν σθένοντά γε εἶλέν μ’· ἐπεὶ οὐδ’ αν ὦδ’ ἔχοντ’, εἰ μὴ δὁλῳ. νῦν δ’ ήπάτημαι δύσμορος, τί χρή με δρᾶν; ἀλλ’ ἀπὁδος, ἀλλὰ νῦν ἔτ’ ἐν σαυτψ γενοῦ. τί φής; σιωπάς; οὐδὲν εἰμ* ὁ δὑτμορος. ώ σχήμα πέτρας δίπυλον, αὖθις αὖ πάλιν εἴσειμι πρὸς σὲ ψιλός, ον κ εχων τροφήν ἀλλ’ ανανονμαι τῷ δ’ ἐν ανλίφ μόνος, ου πτηνὸν ὅρνιν οὐδὲ θῆρ* ορειβάτην τόξοις έναίρων τοισίδ’, ἀλλ’ αὐτὸς τάλας θανών παρέξω δαῖθ’ ὑφ’ ὧν έφερβόμην, καί μ ούς εθηρων πρόσθε θηράσονσι νυν φόνον φόνον δὲ ρ ὅσιον τίσω τάλας προς τον δοκονντος οὐδὲν εἰδέναι κακόν. ὅλοιο—μη πω, πριν μάθοιμ ει καί πάλιν γνώμην μετοίσεις· ει δὲ μή, θάνοις κακώς.
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Ah me ! he turns away, he will not speak ;
His silence says he will not give it back.
Ye creeks, ye promontories, dens and lairs Of mountain beasts, ye cliffs precipitous,
To you—none else will heed me—I appeal,
On you, familiars of my woes, I call;
Hear what I suffer from Achilles’ son !
He swore to bring me home again, and now To Troy he takes me ; on his plighted troth I gave, he keeps my bow, the sacred bow That erst to Zeus-bom Heracles belonged,
To flout it ’fore the Argive host as his ;
He takes me hence his prisoner, as if His arm had captured some great warrior,
And sees not he is slaying a dead man,
A shade, a wraith, an unsubstantial ghost;
For in my strength he had not ta’en me, no,
Nor as I am, disabled, save by guile.
But now, entrapped, ah whither shall I tum ?
Have pity, give me, give me back my bow !
Be once again thy true self, even now.
What answer ? None. O woe is me, I am lost!
O cave with double mouth, to thee I turn; Stripped of iny arms and lacking means of life, Here shall I wither in this lonely cell.
No bird of air, no beast of the upland wold Yon bow shall slay, but dying I shall make A feast for those who fed me when alive,
A quarry for the creatures I pursued,
My blood for their blood shed. And this I owe To one who seemed a child in innocence.
My curse upon thee—nay I will forbear,
Till first I hear whether thou wilt repent Or not; if no, die blasted by my curse !
44S
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XOPOS
τί δρώμεν; ἐν σοι καὶ τὺ πλεῖν ἡμᾶς, ἄναξ, ἤδη ’στὶ καὶ τοῖς τοῦδε προσχωρεΐν λἀγοις. ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ
ἐμοὶ μὲν οἶκτος δεινὸς εμπέπτωκέ τις τοῦδ’ ἀνδρὸς οὐ νῦν πρώτον, ἀλλὰ καὶ πάλαι. ΦΙΛΟΚΤΗΤΗΣ
ελέησαν, ω παῖ, πρὸς θεών, καὶ μὴ παρῇς σαυτοῦ βροτοΐς ὄνειδος, ἐκκλόψας ἐμέ.
ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ
οἵμοι, τί δράσω; μή ποτ’ ωφελον λιπεΐν την ύκυμον ου τω τοῖς παρούσιν ἄχθομαι.	970
ΦΙΛΟΚΤΗΤΗΣ
οὐκ εἶ κακὸς σύ, πρὸς κακών δ’ ἀνδρῶν μαθων εοικας ηκειν αισχρά' νυν δ’ άλλο cat δοὺς οἶς εἰκὸς ἔκπλει, τἀμά μοι μεθεὶς ὅπλα.
ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ τί Βρωμεν, ἄνδρες;
ΟΔΤ22ΕΤ2
ω κάκιστ ἀνδρῶν, τί δρᾴς; οὐκ εἶ μεθεὶς τὰ τόξα ταῦτ’ ἐμοὶ πάλιν;
ΦΙΛΟΚΤΗΤΗΣ
οι μοι, τίς ἀνήρ; ἄρ’ ’Οδυσσἑως κλύω;
ΟΔΤ22ΕΤ2
’Οδυσσἑως, σάφ’ ἵσθ\ ἐμοῦ γ’, ὸν είσορας. ΦΙΛΟΚΤΗΤΗΣ
οἵμοι* πίπραμαι κάπόλωλ'· ὅδ’ ἢν ἄρα ὸ ξυλλαβων με κάπονοσφίσας οπλών,
ΟΔΤ22ΕΤ2
ἐγώ, σάφ’ ἵσθ*, οὐκ ἄλλος· ομολογώ τάδε.	980
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CHORUS
What shall we do, prince ? ’tis for thee to say Whether we sail or hearken to his prayer.
NEOPTOLEMUS
My heart is strangely wrought, and from the first I have been moved with pity for the man.
PHILOCTETES
In heaven’s name show mercy, let not men Brand thee as my betrayer, O my son !
NEOPTOLEMUS
What shall I do ? Would I had never left Scyros, to fall into this desperate plight.
PH 1LOCTETE8
Thou art not base, but coming here wast schooled To play the rogue by villains ; leave that part To others framed by nature to be rogues.
Sail hence, but ere thou sail give back my arms.
NEOPTOLEMUS
What shall we do, friends ?
odysseus appear* suddenly from behind the cave.
ODYSSEUS
Wretch, what art thou at ϊ Back with thee, sirrah ! give the bow to me—
PHILOCTETES
Ah who is here ? is that Odysseus’ voice ?
ODYSSEUS
Odysseus, as thou seeest. Here am I.
PHILOCTETES
Oh I am sold, betrayed. So it was he Who trapped me and bereft me of my arms.
ODYSSEUS
I and no other. I avow *twas I.
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ΦΙΛΟΚΤΗΤΗΣ
ἀπὁδος, ἄφες μοι, παῖ, τὰ τόξα.
ΟΔΤ32ΕΤ*
τοῦτο μέν,
οὐδ* ἢν θἑλ*7, δράσει ποτ’· ἀλλὰ καὶ σὲ δεῖ στείχειν ἄμ’ αυτοῖς, ἢ βία στελοΰσί σε. ΦΙΛΟΚΤΗΤΗΣ
ἔμ’, ώ κακών κάκιστο, καί τολμηστατε, οἶδ’ ἐκ βίας Άξουσιν;
ΟΔΤ35ΕΤ3
ἢν μὴ ἕρπης ἐκών. ΦΙΛΟΚΤΗΤΗΣ
ὦ Λημνία χθὼν καὶ τὺ τταγκρατὲς σόλας Ήφαιστότευκτον, ταῦτα δῆτ άνασχετά, ει μ οὗτος ἐκ τῶν σῶν άττάξεται βία; ΟΔΤ22ΕΤ5
Ζεὺς ἐσθ\ ἵν’ εἰδῇς, Ζεὺς, ὁ τῆσδε γῆς κρατών, Ζευς, ᾤ δέδοκται ταυθ*· υττηρετω δ’ ἐγώ. ΦΙΛΟΚΤΗΤΗΣ
ώ μῖσος, οἷα κάξανευρίσκεις λέγειν θεοὺς πτροτείνων τους θεοὺς ψευδείς τίθης. ΟΔΤ22ΕΤ2
οὑκ, ἀλλ’ αληθείς· ἡ δ’ ὁδὸς πορευτέα,
%, ΦΙΛΟΚΤΗΤΗΣ
οὑ φημ\
ΟΔΤ22ΕΤ2
ἐγὼ δέ φημι. ττειστεον τάδε. ΦΙΛΟΚΤΗΤΗΣ
οἵμοι τάλας, ἡμᾶς μὲν ως δούλους σαφώς πατὴρ ἄρ’ εξέφυσεν οὐδ* ελευθέρους.
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PHILOCTETES (To CHORU8)
Ye also, friends, will ye abandon me And show no pity for my sad estate ?
CHORUS
This stripling is our captain, and whate’er He says, we say the same ; his word is law.
NEOPTOLEMUS
I know I shall be twitted by my chief As weak and tender-hearted ; but what odds ?
If our friend wills it, tarry here until Our crew have made all tight and yare, and we Have offered prayers, as fitting. He the while Perchance may come to a better mind and melt.
So we will hasten forward, he and I,
And ye, make haste to follow when we call.
[Exeunt odysseus and Neoptolemus.
PHILOCTETES
O cavern’d rock, my cell	(Str. 1)
Now hot, now icy chill,
How long with thee it was my lot to dwell:
To thee till death I shall be constant still.
Tell me, sad lodging, haunted by my pain,
How shall I day by day my life sustain ?
Ye timorous doves whose flight Whirrs in the air o’erhead,
Now where ye will unharmed alight;
No shafts of mine henceforward need ye dread.
CHORUS.
’Tis thou hast willed it thus, infatuate,
Thou art the author of thy sad estate;
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ΦΙΛ0ΚΤΗΤΗ2
ἄλλοθεν ἔχει τὐχᾳ τᾴδ* ἀπὸ μείζονος, εὐτέ γε παρὸν φρονησαι του λῴονος δαίμονος εΐΚου τὺ κάκιον αἰνεῖν.1 ΦΙΛΟΚΤΗΤΗΣ
ὦ τ Χαμών τλάμων άρ ἐγὼ	ἀντ. οι
καί μοχθώ λωβατός, ος ήδη μετ’ οὐδενὺς ύστερον άνδρων εἰσοπίσω τάλας ναίω ν ἐνθάδ* ὸλοῦμαι,
9 α	» Α
αιαι αιαι,
οὐ φορβάν ἔτι προσφερων,
ου πτανών ἀπ’ ἐμων οπλών
κραταιαΐς μετὰ χερσίν
ἴσχω ν ἀλλὰ μοι ἄσκοπα
κρυπτά τ’ ἔπη δολερᾶς ὑττέδυ φρενός* ^
ίδοίμαν δέ νιν,
τον τάδε μησάμενον, τον ἴσον χρόνον ἐμὰς λαχὁντ’ ανίας.
XOPOS
πότμος, πότμος σε δαιμόνων τάδ\ οὐδὲ σέ γε δόλος,
ἔσχεν ὑπὸ χειρὸς ἀμᾶς.2 στυηεράν ἔχβ δύσποτμον άρον ἐπ’ ἄλλοις. καὶ 7ἐφ ἐμοὶ τούτο μέλει, μὴ φιλότητ άπωση. ΦΙΛΟΚΤΗΤΗΣ
οἵμοι μοι, καί που πολιάς	στρ. β
πόντου θινὸς εφήμερος
ἐγγελῷ, χερὶ πάλλων
τὸν ἐμὰν μελεου τροφάν,
τάν ούδείς ποτ εβάστασεν.
ω τόξον φίλον, ὧ φίλων
χειρων όκβεβιασμόνον,
1	ΙλεῖνΜββ., Hermann corr.
2	?σχ* όπὅ χειρὅς ἐμας MSS., Bergk corr.
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PHILOCTETES
Nor to some higher force canst thou assign Thy woes, but, when free choice was thine,
The good thou did’st reject,
The worse elect.
PrtlLOCTETE8
Ah wretched, wretched then am I, {Ant. 1) Consumed with utter misery,
Doomed for all time to linger on.
Without one friend, one comrade, one,
To aid me till I die.
No more my arrows fleet Shall win my daily meat;
Poor unsuspecting fool,
A base intriguer’s tool,
By his forged legend caught!
Wretch who my ruin wrought,
Would I might see him pine
Long years like me in agony like mine!
CHORUS
By destiny, by destiny *twas sent.
To treachery my hand was never lent;
Point not at me thy baleful curse, for fain Thy friend, as heretofore, I would remain.
PHILOCTETES
Ah me ! he’s sitting now	(SUr. 2)
Upon the grey sea sands,
And laughs at me, I trow;
My bow is in his hands,
The bow that was my life, the bow That never lord save me did know.
My bow, my matchless bow of yew,
If thou canst feel, how must thou grieve,
4J9
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ΦΙΛΟΚΤΗΤΗΣ
ἢ που ἐλεινὺν όρας, φρἐνας εἴ τινας	113
ἔ^χεις, τον Ηράκλειον αρθμιον ωδέ σοι
οὐκέτι χρησόμενον τὺ μεθύστερον, ἄλλου δ’ ἐν μεταλλαγἅ πολυμήχανου ἀνδρὸς ερέσσει,
ὁρῶν μεν αισχράς ἀπάτας, στυγνόν δὲ φώτ’ εχθο-δοπὁν,
μυρι\ ἀπ’ αισχρών άνατελλονθ\ ος ἐφ* ἡμῖν κάκ’ εμησατ, ω Ζευ.1
Χ0Ρ02
ἀνδρὸς τοι τὰ μὲν ἔνδικ* αἰὲν 2 εἰπεῖν,	ιΐ40
εἰπὁντος δὲ μὴ φθονερὰν ἐξῶσαι γλώσσας ὸδύναν. κεῖνος δ’ εἷς ἀπὸ πολλών ταχθείς τώνδ’ ἐφημοσύνᾳ κοινάν ἦνυσεν ἐς φίλους ὰρωγαῖν.
ΦΙΛΟΚΤΗΤΗΣ
ὦ ττταναΙ θήραι χαροττων τ’	ἀντ. /S'
ἔθνη Θηρών, οὺς πο* ἔχει χώρος ούρεσιβώτας, μηκέτ ἀπ’ αύλίων φιτγα
7τηδᾶτ’*3 οὐ 7ὰβ ἔχω χεροῖν	1150
τὰν πρόσθεν βέλεων ἀλκάν, ὦ δύστανος ἐγὼ τανῦν, ἀλλ’ ἀνέδην, ὁ δὲ χώρος άρ οὐκέτι φοβητός ούκέθ* ὑμῖν,4 ἕρπετε· νῦν καλόν
άντίφονον κορέσαι στόμα ττρός χάριν
1	’Οδοσσεός MSS., Dindorf corr.j
2	τό μεν εδ δίκαιον MSS., Arndt com * .Φυ79 ν’ ού/ccr' ἀπ* αύλίων | πελατ* MSS., Jebb corr.
4 ὅδε χώρος 4ρύκ*ται \ ούκίτι φοβητύχ ύμΧν MSS., Jebb corr,
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PHILOCTETES
Thus wrested from thy master true,
Constrained his loving hands to leave,
Thy master who, through Hellas famed,
The friend of Heracles was named.
Now art thou handled by a knave,
Past master in each cunning art,
Must do his bidding, as a slave,
In all his misdeeds take thy part.
And aid the unrelenting foe,
The source and spring of all my woe.
CHORUS
A man should aye his rightful cause maintain,
But from malign and venomous taunts refrain ; And he but serves the common interest,
Speaks for the host, obeying their behest.
PHILOCTETES
Ye feathered tribes, my prey,	(Anty 2)
Ye bright-eyed beasts who roam The hills, start not away
Scared from the hunter s home.
Stray where ye will, secure, unharmed ;
Why shun a helpless man unarmed ?
Gone is the mighty bow;
Flock hither without dread,
Why should ye fear a foe So weak, so ill bestead.
Draw near your gluttonous mouths to fill, Mangle my carrion flesh at will.
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ΦΙΛΟΚΤΗΤΗΣ
ὑμᾶς σαρκὸς αιοΧας·
ἀπὸ yap βίον αὐτίκα λείῆτω.
πόθεν γὰρ ἔσται βιοτά; τίς ώδ’ ἐν ανραις τρἐφεται, μηκέτι μηδενὸς κρατννων οσα πέμπει βιό&ωρος αία;
ΧΟΡΟΣ
πρὸς θεῶν, εἶ τι σέβει ξένον, πέΧασσον,
έννοια πάσα πεΧάταν
ἀλλὰ yv&ff, εὖ yv&0* ἐπὶ σοι1
κη ρα τάνδ’ άπoφεvyειv.
οἰκτρὰ γὰρ βόσκειν, ἀδαὴς δ*
ἔχειν μυρίον ἄχθος, δ ξυνοικει.
ΦΙΛΟΚΤΗΤΗΣ
πάλιν πάλιν παλαιόν ἄλγημ’ ὑπὲμνασας, ώ Χώστε των πρϊν εντόπων. τι μ’ ώλεσας; τί μ’ εϊρηασαι;
Χ0Ρ05
τί τοῦτ’ ἔλεξας;
ΦΙΛΟΚΤΗΤΗΣ
εἰ σὺ τὰν ἐμοὶ στυγερὰν Τρῳάδα 7ὰν μ* ήΧπισας άξειν.
Χ0Ρ02
τόδε γὰρ νοώ κράτιστον.
ΦΙΛΟΚΤΗΤΗΣ
ἀπὸ νυν με Χείπετ ἤδη.
Χ0Ρ02
φίλα μοι, φιΧα ταῦτα παρή'γγειΧας εκόντι τε πράσσειν. ϊωμεν ϊωμεν ναός ϊν η μιν τέτ ακται.
1 ὅτι σοι MSS., Seyffert corr.
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Here shall I waste away,
Soon will ye eye me dead ;
Who can survive one day By airs of heaven fed ?
Of all that Earth affords each son,
Herb, root and fruit, possessing none.
CHORUS
If thou regardest a well-wishing friend,
Draw near and to his kindly rule attend.
Think well; from this intolerable bane,
That thou dost feed, and aggravate thy pain, With thee it rests deliverance to gain.
PHILOCTETE8
O why recall my ancient grief once more, Kindest of all who e’er have touched this shore ? Why twice undo a wretch undone before ?
CHORUS
What meanest thou ?
PH1LOCTETES
I mean that thou wast fain To take me to the Troy I hate again.
CHORUS
’Tis for thy good.
PHILOCTETE8
O leave me then, begone !
CHORUS
Thanks for that word. We will be off anon, Back to the ship, and each man to his oar.
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ΦΙΛΟΚΤΗΤΗΣ
ΦΙΛΟΚΤΗΤΗΣ
μή, πρὸς αραιόν Διὸς, ἔλθῃς, ἱκετεύω.
XOPOS
μ€τρίαξ\
ΦΙΛΟΚΤΗΤΗΣ
ὦ ^ένοι,
μείνατε, πρὸς θεών.
XOPOS τί θροεῖς;
ΦΙΛΟΚΤΗΤΗΣ
αἰαῖ αἰαῖ, δαίμων δαίμων ἀπόΧωλ* ὸ τάλας· ὦ ποὺς ποὺς, τί σ’ ἔτ’ ἐν βὰρ τεύξω τῷ μετόπιν τάλας; ώ ξένοι, ἔλθετ’ ἐπήλυδες αὖθις.
XOPOS
τί ρέξοντες ἀλλοκὁτῳ
ηνωμα των πάρος, ων ττ ρούφα ινες;
ΦΙΛΟΚΤΗΤΗΣ
οὑτοι νεμεσητον,
ἀΧύοντα χειμερίῳ
Χὑπᾳ καὶ παρὰ νοῦν θροεῖν.
Χ0Ρ02
βᾶθί νυν, ώ τ άλαν, ως σε κελεὑομεν.
1190
ΦΙΛΟΚΤΗΤΗΣ
οὺδἐποτ’ οὐδἐποτ’, ἴσθι τὁδ’ ἔμπεδον,
Οὐδ' εἰ πυρφόρος ἀστεροττητὴς βροντάς ανγαΐς μ εἶσι φλογίζων. ίρρέτω Τλιον οἶ θ’ ἀπὸ ἐκείνῳ ιτάντ*ς ὅσοι τὁδ’ ἔτλασαν ἐμοῦ ποδος ἄρθρον ἀπὥσαι.
(1\λ\ ώ ξἐνοι, ἕν γἔ Α104 εὐχος ὸρἐξατε.
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PHILOCTETES
O leave me not, for God’s sake, I implore.
CHORUS
Calm thyself.
PHILOCTETES
Stay, O stay!
CHORUS
Why should we wait ?
PHILOCTETES
0	woe is me ! Out on my fate, my fate !
Accursed foot, what shall I make of thee ?
1	am undone ! O friends, come back to me.
CHORUS
What would’st thou ? First thou bid’st us go, and then
In the same breath thou biddest us remain.
PHILOCTETES
O be not wrath if one distraught with pain Blurts out discordant words beside the mark.
CHORUS
Come then, unhappy man, with us embark.
PHILOCTETES
Never, no never, though the King of Heaven Should threat to blast me with his fiery leven.
No, perish rather Ilium, perish all The Achaean host that batter at its wall;
Hard hearts who cast me forth as halt and maim From you, my friends, one parting boon I claim.
πὸ5
VOL, II.	Η H
Digitized by Google
ΦΙΛΟΚΤΗΤΗ5
XOPOS
ττοῖον ἐρεῖς τὁδ* ἔπος;
ΦΙΛΟΚΤΗΤΗΣ
ξίφος, εἴ ποθεν,
ἢ γἐνυν ἢ βέλέων τι προπέμψατε.
Χ0Ρ05
ώς τίνα δὴ ρἑξῃς παλάμαν ποτέ;
ΦΙΛΟΚΤΗΤΗ 2
χρωτ 1 ἀπὸ πάντα καὶ άρθρα τέμω χερί· φορά φορά νόος ἡδη.
XOPOS
τί ποτε;
• ΦΙΛΟΚΤΗΤΗΣ πατέρα ματεύων.
Χ0Ρ02
ποῖ γᾶς;
ΦΙΛΟΚΤΗΤΗΣ ἐς "Ἀιδου·
οὐ γάρ ἐστ’ ἐν φάει 7* ἔτι. ὦ πόλις, ὦ πατρία, πως αν εἰσίὃοι^ι’ ἄθλιος σ’ ἀνήρ, ὅς γε σὰν Χιττων ἱερὰν λιβάδ* έχθροΐς έβαν Δαναοῖς αρωγός· ἔτ’ οὐδὲν εἰμι.
Χ0Ρ02
ἐγὼ μὲν ἤδη καὶ πάλαι νεὼς ὁμοῦ στείχων ἄν ἦ σοι τῆς ἐμῆς, εἰ μὴ πέλας Ὀδυσσέα στβίχοντα τόν τ’ Ἀχιλλέως γόνον προς ημάς δεῦρ’ ἰὁντ’ ἐλεύσσομεν. ΟΔΤ55ΕΤ5
οὐκ ἄν φράσειας ἦντιν* αὖ παΧίντροπος κέλευθον έρπεις ώδε σὺν σπουδῇ ταχύς;
1 κρατ' MSS., Hermann corr.
PHILOCTETES
CHORUS
What would*st thou ask ?
PHILOCTETES
An axe, a spear, a brand, No matter what—the weapon first to hand.
CHORUS
Wherefore! What deed of violence wouldst thou do?
PHILOCTETES
Hack, mangle, limb by limb my body hew;
My thoughts are bloody.
CHORUS
Wherefore ?
PHILOCTETE8
To seek my father.
_CHORUS
In what land ?
I would go
PHILOCTETES
Below;
For I shall find him nowhere on this earth.
My native land, fair land that gave me birth,
Might I but see thee ! Wherefore did I roam And leave the sacred stream that guards my home ? To help the Greeks those stormy seas I crossed,
My mortal foes, by them undone, lost, lost!
CHORUS
I should have left thee long ago and now Be near my ship, but that I saw Odysseus Advancing towards us and Achilles’ son.
Enter Neoptolemus followed by odysseus.
ODYS8EUS
Wilt thou not tell me why thou hurriest back In such hot haste and on what errand bound ?
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ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ
λύσων ὅσ’ ἐξήμαρτον ἐν τῷ 7τρὶν χρὁνῳ.
ΟΔΤ23ΕΤ2
δεινόν γε φωνεΐς· ἡ δ’ ἁμαρτία τίς ἦν; ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ
ἢν σοὶ πιθὁμενος τῷ τε σὑμπαντι στ par φ ΟΔΤ25ΕΤ5
ἔπραξας ἔργον ποιον ών οὑ σοι πρἐπον; ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ
αττάταισιν αίσχραϊς ἄνδρα καὶ δὁλοις ἐΧών. ΟΔΤ25ΕΤ2
τὸν Ίτοϊον; ωμοί· μῶν τι βουΧεύει νέον; ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ
νέον μὲν οὐδέν, τῷ δὲ Ποίαντος τόκῳ, ΟΔΤ55ΕΤ2
τί χρήμα δράσεις; ως μ νττηΧθε τις φόβος. ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ
παρ’ οὗπερ ΐΧαβον τάδε τὰ πὸξ’, αὖθις πάλιν
ΟΔΤ23ΕΤ2
ὦ Ζεῦ, τί λέξεις; οὑ τί που δούναι νοείς; ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ
αίσχρως γὰρ αὐτὰ κοὐ δίκη λαβών ἔχω. ΟΔΤ25ΕΤ3
πρὸς θεών, πότερα δὴ κερτομών λέγεις τάδε; ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ
εἰ κερτόμησίς ἐστι τ ἀληθῆ λέγειν.
ΟΔΤ55ΕΤ5
τί φής, Ἀχιλλέως παῖ; τίν εϊρηκας Xoyov; ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ
δὶς ταὐτὰ βούλει καὶ τρὶς άναττοΧεΐν μ ἔπη; ΟΔΤ22ΕΤ5
αρχήν κΧνειν Αν οὐδ’ ἅπαξ εβουΧόμην.
468
1230
PHILOCTETES
NEOPTOLEMUS
I come to expiate all former wrongs.
ODYSSEUS
A strange reply. What wrong did’st thou commit ?
NEOPTOLEMUS
When in obedience to the host and thee—
ODYSSEUS
Prithee, what did’st thou that beseemed thee not ?
NEOPTOLEMUS
I snared a man by base deceit and guile.
ODYSSEUS
What man ? Thou hast not something rash in hand ?
NEOPTOLEMUS
Naught rash, but to the son of Poeas I—
ODYSSEU8
What wilt thou do ? My soul forbodes some ill.
NEOPTOLEMUS
From whom I took the bow, to him again—
ODYSSEUS
Great Zeus ! What meanest thou ? Not give it back ?
NEOPTOLEMUS
Yes, for I got it basely, shamefully.
ODYSSEUS
In Heaven’s name, say st thou this to mock at me *
NEOPTOLEMUS
If it be mockery to speak the truth.
ODYSSEUS
What now ? What meanest thou, Achilles’ son ?
NEOPTOLEMUS
Must I repeat the same words twice and thrice ?
ODYSSEUS
Far better had I never heard them once.
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ΦΙΛΟΚΤΗΤΗ?
ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟ*
εὖ νῦν ἐπίστω ττάντ ἀκηκοὼς λἀγον.	124(
ΟΔΤ22ΕΤ2
ἔστιν τις, ἔστιν ος σε κωλὑσει τὺ δρᾶν. ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ
τί φής; τίς ἔσται μ’ ουττικωΧύσων τάδε;
ΟΔΤ22ΕΤ2
ξὑμπας Αχαιών λαὸς, ἐν δὲ τοῖς ἐγώ.
ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΣ
σοφὸς πεφυκὼς οὐδὲν ἐξαυδᾴς σοφόν.
ΟΔΤ22ΕΤ5
σὺ δ' οντ€ φωνεῖς οὔτε Βρασείβιςσοφά. ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ
ἀλλ* ει δίκαια, των. σοφών κρβίσσω τάδε.
ΟΔΤ22ΕΤ2
καὶ πώς δίκαιον, α γ* ἔλαβες βονΧαΐς ἐμαῖς, πάλιν μεθεῖναι ταῦτα;
ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΣ
τὴν αμαρτίαν
αίσχράν άμαρτων ἀναλαβεῖν τταράσομαι. ΟΔΤ22ΕΤ5
στρατόν δ’ 'Αχαιών ου φοββΐ, ττράσσων τάδε; 1250 ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ
ξύν τ φ δικαίῳ τον σὺν οὐ ταρβω φόβον.
ΟΔΤ35ΕΤ5
[ξὺν τῷ δικαίῳ χεὶρ ἐμή σ’ αναγκάσει.]1 ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ
ἀλλ* οὐδέ τοι <τῆ χειρὶ πείθομαι τὺ δρᾶν.
ΟΔΤ52ΕΤ2
ον ταρα Τρωσίν, ἀλλὰ σοὶ μαχοὑμεθα.
1 Hermann pointed out that a verse is here missing. The line in the text (one of Jebb’s suggestions) with the same beginning would explain the omission.
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NEOPTOLEMUS
Rest well assured I have nothing more to add.
ODYSSEUS
There is, I tell thee, one to stay thy hand.
NEOPTOLEMUS
Who prithee ? who to stay me or prevent ?
ODYSSEUS
The whole Achaean host, and I for one.
NEOPTOLEMUS
Thy words lack wisdom though thou lack’st not wits.
ODYSSEUS
Unwisdom marks thy words and actions both.
NEOPTOLEMUS
If just, ’tis better than unjust and wise.
ODYSSEUS
Can it be justice to give back the prize Won by my policy ?
NEOPTOLEMUS
Shameful was iny fault,
And I will try to make amends for it.
ODYSSEUS
Hast thou no terror of the Achaean host ?
NEOPTOLEMUS
A bugbear this with justice on my side.
ODYSSEUS
[Justice must yield if I resort to force.]
NEOPTOLEMUS
Not even thou canst force me ’gainst my will.
ODYSSEUS
Then not with Trojans must we war, but thee.
47J
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ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ ἴτω1 τὺ μέλλον.
ΟΔΤ22ΕΤ2
ρζέίρα δεξιὰν ὁρᾴς κώπης ἐπιῆταύουσαν;
ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ
ἀλλὰ κάμέ τοι '
τ αυτόν τὁδ’ οψει Βρώντα κοὐ μέλλοντ’ ἔτι. ΟΔΤ52ΕΤ2
καίτοι σ’ ἐάσω* τῷ δὲ σύμπαντι στρατφ λέξω τάδ’ ἐλθὼν, ὅς σε τιμωρήσεται.
ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ
έσωφρόνησας* κἀν τὰ λοίφ’ οὕτω φρονῇς, ἴσως ἃ ν ἐκτὸς κΚαυμάτων βχοις πόδα. σὺ ὃ’, ώ Ποίαντος τταῖ, Φιλοκτήτη ν λέ7ω> ἔξελθ’, άμείψας τάσδε πετρήρεις στέηας.
ΦΙΛΟΚΤΗΤΗ 5
τίς αὖ παρ’ άντροις θόρυβος ϊσταται βοής; τί μ ἐκκαλεῖσθε; τοῦ κεχρημένοι, ξένοι; ωμοί· κακόν το χρήμα. μῶν τί μοι νέα πάρεστε πρὸς κακοισι πέμποντες κακά;
ΝΕΟΠΤΌΛΕΜΟΎ
θάρσει· λόγους δ’ ακουσον οΰς ἦκω φέρων. ΦΙΛΟΚΤΗΤΗΣ
δέδοικ’ ἔγωγε* καὶ τὰ πρὶν γὰρ ἐκ λόγων καλών κακώς εττραξα, σοΐς πεισθεϊς λἀγοις.
ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ
οΰκουν ἔνεστι καὶ μεταγνώναι πάλιν;
1260
1270
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PHILOCTETES
NEOPTOLEMUS
So be it, if it must be.
ODY8SEUS
See’st my hand
Upon my sword-hilt ?
NEOPTOLEMUS
Me too shalt thou see Ready to follow suit and keen to draw.
ODY8SEUS
Well, I will leave thee, but I shall report To the whole army. They shall punish thee.
NEOPTOLEMUS
A wise discretion. Keep this prudent mind,
So mayest thou henceforth with a whole skin live.
[Exit ODYSSEUS
Ho! Philoctetes, son of Poeas, leave The shelter of thy rocky home ; come forth !
PHILOCTETES
What means this hubbub at my cave again ?
Why summon me, what would ye with me, Sirs ?
(Appears at mouth of cave and sees Neoptolemus.) Ha! I mislike the look of it. Are ye come As heralds of new woes to crown the old ?
NEOPTOLEMUS
Take heart and listen to the news I bring.
PHILOCTETES
I am afraid. Thou earnest once before ;
I trusted thy fair words and ill I sped,
NEOPTOLEMUS
May not a man repent him ?
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ΦΙΛΟΚΤΗΤΗΣ
τοιοῦτος ἦσθα τοῖς λἀγοισι χωτεμον τὰ τὁξ’ ἑκλεπτες, πιστός, ἀτηρὺς Χάβρα. ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ
ἀλλ’ οὑ τι μὴν νῦν βούλομαι δέ σου κλνειν, ττοτερα δέδοκται σοι μἐνοντι καρτερεῖν ἢ πλεῖν μεθ’ ημών;
ΦΙΛΟΚΤΗΤΗΣ
παῦε, μὴ λέξῃς πέρα· μάτην γἐφ ὰν εἵττῃς γε πάντ’ εΐρήσεται.
ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ οὔτω δέδοκται;
ΦΙΛΟΚΤΗΤΗΣ
καὶ πέρα γ’ ἴσθ’ ἢ λέγω. ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ
ἀλλ’ ἦθελον μὲν ἄν σε πεισθῆναι λἁγοις έμοΐσιν* εἰ δὲ μή τι πρὸς καιρόν λέγων κυρώ, πἐπαυμαι.
ΦΙΛΟΚΤΗΤΗ 5
πάντα γὰρ φράσεις μάτην. οὐ γὰρ ποτ’ εννονν την ἐμὴν κτησει φρένα, ὅστις 7* ἔμοῦ δὁλοισι τὸν βίον λαβών ἀπεστέρηκας, κᾴτα νουθετεῖς ἐμὲ ἐλθὼν, απίστου ττατρος αἴσχιστος yer/ώς, δλοισθΑτρεῖδαι μὲν μάλιστ, ἔπειτα δὲ ὁ Ααρτίου παῖς καὶ σύ.
ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ
μὴ ’πεύξῃ πέρα*
δἐχου δὲ χειρὸς ἐξ ἐμῆς βέλη τάδε. ΦΙΛΟΚΤΗΤΗ 5
πως εἶπας; ἆρα δεύτερον δολούμεθα;
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PHILOCTETES
Such thou wast,
No less fair-spoken, when thou wert about To steal my bow, black treachery in thy heart.
NEOPTOLEMUS
But now another man, who fain would learn Whether thou still persistest to stay here, Or wilt embark with us.
PHILOCTETES
Stop, say no more !
All that thou sayest will be wasted breath.
NEOPTOLEMUS
Art resolute ?
PHILOCTETES
More resolute than word» can tell.
NEOPTOLEMUS
Well, I would gladly have persuaded thee By argument, but if thou wilt not heed,
Why, I have done.
PHILOCTETES
Thou needs must speak in vain. How canst thou win me o’er to friendliness,
Thou who didst rob me of my life by fraud,
And then dost come to counsel me ? Base son Of noblest sire ! Perdition on you all;
The Atridae first, Odysseus then, and thee!
NEOPTOLEMUS
Forbear thy curses. Take from me thy bow.
PHILOCTETES
What say’st thou ? Am I tricked a second time ?
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ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ
άπώμοσ’ ayvov Ζηνὺς ύψιστού σέβας. ΦΙΛΟΚΤΗΤΗΣ
ὦ φίλτατ’ εἰπών, εἰ λέrγεις ἐτῆτυμα.
ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ
rovjyyov ηταρέσται φανερόν ἀλλὰ δεξιάν προτείνω χεῖμα, καὶ κρατεί των σών δττλων. ΟΔΤ22ΕΤ2
ἐγὼ δ’ άτταυδω γ’, ᾤ θεοὶ ξυνίστορες, ύττέρ τ ’Ατρειδών του τε σ υμπαντος στρατού. ΦΙΛΟΚΤΗΤΗΣ
τέκνον, τινος φώνημα, μῶν Ὀδυσσέως, έττησθόμην;
ΟΔΤ22ΕΤ2
σάφ’ ἴσθι· και πέλας γ* ορᾴς, ος σ’ ἐς τὰ*Τροία? πεδΓ άττοστελω βία, ἐάν τ’ Ἀχιλλέως παῖς ἐάν τε* μὴ θέλῃ*
ΦΙΛΟΚΤΗΤΗΣ
ἀλλ’ οὑ τι χοίρων, ἢν τὁδ’ όρθωθη βέλος. ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ
ἀ, μηδαμώς, μή, πρὸς θεών, μέθης βέλος. ΦΙΛΟΚΤΗΤΗΣ
μέθες με, πρὸς θεῶν, χεῖμα, φίλτατον τέκνον. ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ
οὐκ ἄν μεθείην.
ΦΙΛΟΚΤΗΤΗΣ
φεῦ· τί μ’ ἄνδρα πολἐμιον εχθρόν τ’ οφείλου μη κτανεῖν τόξοις έμοΐς; ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ
ἀλλ* οὑπ ἐμοὶ tout’ ἐστὶν οὔτε σοὶ καλόν·
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NEOPTOLEMUS
No, by the name of Zeus most high, I swear it.
PHILOCTETES
O comfortable words, if they be true.
NEOPTOLEMUS
The deed shall follow to attest this truth Reach hither thy right hand and take thy bow.
(As he is handing the how to philoctetes, odysseus
appears.)
ODYSSEUS
Hold ! I protest Tore Heaven, and in the name Of the Atridae and the host forbid it.
PHILOCTETES
Who spake, my son, was that Odysseus’ voice I heard ?
onvssEus
None other; and he’s hard at hand,
Ready to take thee back to Troy by force,
Whether it please Achilles’ son or no.
PHILO CTETE8
But at thy peril, if this shaft fly straight.
NEOPTOLEMUS
Hold, hold ! in heaven’s name let not fly thy shaft!
PHILOCTETES
Let go my hand in heaven’s name, dearest son !
NEOPTOLEMUS
I will not.
PHILOCTETES
Why, O why didst thou prevent me From slaying with my bow the man I hate ?
NEOPTOLEMUS
That were dishonourable for thee and me.
[Exit ODYSSEUS.
477
Digitized by Google
ΦΙΛΟΚΤΗΤΗ2
ΦΙΔΟΚΤΗΤΗ2
ἀλλ* οὖν τοσοῦτον 7* ἴσθι» τοὺς πρώτους στρατού, τοὺς των ’Αχαιών *ψευδοκήρυκας, κακούς όντας πρὸς αιχμήν, ἐν δὲ τοῖς λὁγοις θρασείς.
ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ
εἶεν· τὰ μὲν δὴ πὸξ’ ἔνεις, κοὐκ ἔσθ’ ὅτου οργήν ἔχοις ἄν οὐδὲ μεμψιν εἰς ἐμέ.
ΦΙΛΟΚΤΗΤΗΣ
ξύμφημι· τὴν φύσιν δ’ εδειξας, ὦ τέκνον, ἐξ ἦς εβλαστες, οὐχὶ Χισύφου πατρός, ἀλλ' ἐξ Ἀχιλλέως, ὅς μετὰ ζώντων οτ ἢν ἡκον’ ἄριστα, νυν δὲ τῶν τεθνηκότων.
ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ
ήσθην πατέρα τον ἀμὴν εύλογοΰντά σε αυτόν τ’ ἔμ*· ὦν δἐ σου τυχεῖν εφίεμαι, άκου σ ον. άνθρώποισι τὰς μὲν ἐκ θεών τὐχας δοθείσας ἔστ’ άναγκαιον φέρειν· δσοι δ’ έκουσίοισιν έγκεινται βλάβαις, ώσπερ συ, τούτους ούτε συγγνώμην ἔχειν δίκαιόν ἐστιν οΰτ εποικτίρειν τινα. σὺ δ’ ήγρίωσαί, κουτέ σύμβουλον δέχει, εάν τε νουθετῇ τις εύνοια λέγων, στυγεῖς, πολέμιον δυσμενή θ' ηγούμενος. ὅμως δὲ λέξω· Ζῆνα δ’ ορκιον καλώ· καί ταῦτ’ ἐπίστω καὶ γράφου φρένων ἔσω. σὺ γὰρ νοσείς τόδ' άλγος εκ θείας τύχης,
Χρυσης πελασθεϊς φύλακος, δς τον άκαλυφή σηκόν φυλάσσει κρύφιος οίκουρών οφις· καί παύλαν ϊσθι τήσδε μη ποτ άν τυχεῖν νόσου βαρείας, ἕως ἄν αντος ἦλιος ταὑτῃ μὲν αἴρῃ, τῇδε δ’ αὖ δύνῃ πάλιν, πρὶν ἄν τὰ Τροίας πεδΓ ἑκὼν αντος μὁλῃς,
478
13]
132
133
PHILOCTETES
PHILOCTETES
Well of one thing thou may’st be sure, the chiefs, Those lying heralds of the Achaean host,
Are brave in words and cowards in the fight.
NEOPTOLEMUS
So be it. The bow is thine again, and now Thou hast no grief or quarrel against me.
PHILOCTETES
None, my brave boy, for thou hast proved this day Thy race and lineage, not of Sisyphus,
But of Achilles, noblest once of men In life, and now the noblest of the dead.
NEOPTOLEMUS
Sweet to my ears the praises of my sire,
And of myself; but now I crave of thee A boon. What fates the gods allot to men They needs must bear, but whoso hug their griefs, As thou dost,—who can pity or condone Such self-tormentors ? Thou, inexorable,
Wilt tolerate no counsel, deemest him Who would admonish thee in love a foe;
Yet will I speak the truth, so help me Zeus!
Write on the table of thy memory
These words : thy sore plague is a heaven-sent doom ;
With foot profane, in Chrys^’s roofless shrine,
Thou didst insult her tutelary snake.
For this sin wast thou stricken, and no relief Canst win from thy affliction, whilst the sun Shall run from East to West his daily course,
Before of thy free will thou com’st to Troy.
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και τοιν παρ ἡμῖν ἐντυχὼν Ἀσκληπίδαιν νόσου μαλαγθῇς τῆσδε, καὶ τὰ πέργαμα ξὺν τοῖσδε τοξοις ξύν τ’ ἐμοὶ πένσας φ αν τ) ς, ώς δ’ οἶδα ταῦτα τῇ δ’ ἔγοντ* ἐγω φράσω. ἀνὴρ γὰρ ἡμῖν ἐστιν ἐκ Τροία ς ἁλους,
Ἕλενος ἀριστόμαντις, ὅς λέγει σαφῶς ώς δεῖ γενέσθαι ταῦτα· καὶ πρὸς τοῖσδ’ ἔτι ώς ἔστ’ ανάγκη τον παρεστώτος θείους Τροίαν άλώναι πάσαν* ή δίδωσ’ ἑκων κτείνειν εαυτόν, ἢν τάδε ψευσθή λόγων. ταῦτ’ οὖν ἐπεὶ κάτοισθα, συγγώρει θ όλων. καλὴ γὰρ ἡ ’πίκτησις, Ἑλλήνων ἕνα κριθεντ αριστον τούτο μὲν παιωνία? ἐς χεῖρας ἐλθεῖν, εἶτα τὴν πολύστονον Τροίαν ὲλὁντα κλέος νπόρτατον λαβεῖν·
ΦΙΛΟΚΤΗΤΗΣ
ὦ στυγνὸς αἰὼν, τί με, τί δῆτ’ ἔχεις ἄνω βλέποντα κούκ αφή κας εἰςἈιδου jioXetv; οἴμοι, τί δράσω; πώς απιστήσω λογοις τοῖς τοῦδ’, δς εὖνους ὦν ἐμοὶ παρηνεσεν; ἀλλ* εἰκάθω δῆτ’; εἶτα πως ὁ δυσμορος εἰς φως τάδ* ἔρξας εἶμι; τῷ προσήγορος; πώς, ὦ τὰ πάντ ἰδὁντες ἀμφ’ ἐμοὶ κύκλοι, ταῦτ’ ἐξανασχήσεσθε, τοϊσιν 'Ατρόως ἐμὲ ξυνόντα παισίν, οι μ* άπώλεσαν; πως τ ψ πανώλει παιδὶ τῷ Λαερτίου; οὐ γάρ με τάλγος των παρέλθόντων δάκνει, ἀλλ’ οἷα χρὴ παθειν με προς τούτων ἔτι δοκὼ προλεύσσειν οϊς γὰρ ἡ γνώμη κακών μήτηρ γένηται, ταλλα παιΖεύει κακούς, και σου δ* εγωγ€ θαυμάσας ἔχω τόδε. χρῆν γάρ σε μήτ’ αυτόν ποτ ἐς Τροίαν μολεῖν
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PHILOCTETES
There shalt thou find our famed Asclepidae,
And healed by them, with thy bow’s aid and mine, Shalt take and sack the towers of Ilium.
Thou askest how I know all this. Attend :
We have a Trojan prisoner, Helenus,
Chiefest of seers, who plainly prophesied All I have told thee, and revealed besides That, ere this summer passes, Troy must fall;
His life the forfeit if his word proved false.
Now that thou know’st this, yield withia good grace. How fair a vision—to be singled out As bravest of the host, and, first made whole By healing hands, as conqueror of Troy,
Woe-wearied city, win undying fame !
PHILOCTETES
O hateful life that keep’st me lingering on In this vile world and wilt not let me join The world of shades ! Ah me ! What can I do ? How tum a deaf ear to the kindly words Of one who counsels well and seeks iny good ?
Shall I then yield ? How, having yielded, face The public gaze ? Will not all turn from me ?
Ye eyes, so long the witness of my wrongs,
How will ye brook to see me once again Consorting with my torturers, the sons Of Atreus and Odysseus, the arch-fiend ?
’Tis not resentment for the past that stings,
But a prevision of the ills to come ;
For when a mind is warped it takes the ply,
And evil-doers will be evil still.
Thee too, iny son, I marvel much at thee;
Never should’st thou have gone thyself to Troy,
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ΦΙΛΟΚΤΗΤΗΣ
ἡμᾶς τ’ άπείργειν, οι γε σου καθύβρισαν, ττατρὸς γἐρας συλῶντες, εἶτα τοΐσβε σὺ εἶ ξυμμαχήσων,1 κάμ αναγκάζεις τόδε; μὴ Βήτα, τέκνον ἀλλ’ ἄ μοι ζυνώμοσας, πεμψον πρὸς οίκους9 καυτός ἐν Σκὑρῳ μενών ἔα κακώς αὐτοὺς ἀπὁλλυσθαι κακούς. χοΰτω διπλῆν μὲν ἐξ ἐμοῦ κτήσει χάριν, δι πλὴν δὲ πατρός, κοὐ κακούς επωφελών Βόξεις ὁμοῖος τοῖς κακοῖς πεφυκέναι.
ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΣ
λέγεις μὲν εικότ\ ἀλλ’ ὅμως σε βούλομαι θεοις τε πιστεύσαντα τοῖς τ’ ἐμοῖς λἀγοις φίλου μετ άνΒρός τοΰΒε τησδ’ εκπλεΐν χθονὸς.
ΦΙΛΟΚΤΗΤΗ2
ἦ πρὸς τὰ Τροίας πεΒία καί τον Άτρέως εχθιστον υιόν τῷδε Βυστήνφ ποΒί;
ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ
πρὸς τοὺς μὲν οὖν σε τήνδε τ’ εμπυον βάσιν παύσοντας ἄλγους κάποσώσοντας νόσου. ΦΙΛΟΚΤΗΤΗΣ
ὦ Βεινον αίνον αίνεσας, τί φής ποτε;
ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ
α σοί τε κάμοϊ λφσθ’ ὁρῶ τελούμενα.
ΦΙΛΟΚΤΗΤΗ2
καὶ ταῦτα λέξας ου καταισχύνει θεούς; ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ
πώς 7ἀ/° αίσχύνοιτ αν ώφελών φίλους;2
1	1. 1365 :	[οί τόν ἄβλιον
Αίανβ’ ὅπλων σου irarpbs ύστερον δίκρ ’Οὅυσσἐως έκριναν.]
These lines, clearly an interpolation, have been omitted.
2	ωφ€λούμ(νο$ MSS., Buttman corr.
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PHILOCTETES
Nor sought to bring me thither. How could’st thou, When they had robbed thee of thy father’s meed And flouted thee ?1 How can’st thou after that Fight at their side thyself, or bid me fight ?
Not so, my son, but do as thou hast sworn,
Convey me home ; thyself in Scyros bide ;
Leave those ill-doers to their evil doom.
Thus shalt thou win a double thanks from me And from my sire ; nor will men say of thee : Abetting base men he himself is base.
NEOPTOLEMUS
Thy words are reasonable ; natheless I
Would have thee trust my promise and the god’s,
And confidently sail with me, thy friend.
PHILOCTETES
What! to the plains of Troy, to him I loathe,
The son of Atreus, with this cursed foot ?
NEOPTOLEMUS
Nay, but to kind physicians who will treat Thy ulcered limb and heal thee of thy hurt.
PHILOCTETES
O wondrous weird! What means this mystery ? NEOPTOLEMUS
One fraught with happy issue for us both.
PHILOCTETES
Hast thou no fear of heaven, thus to speak ?
NEOPTOLEMUS
Why should a man feel fear who helps his friends ?
1 The omitted lines are :
Who judged Odysseus of thy father’s arms More worthy than the hapless Ajax.
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ΦΙΛΟΚΤΗΤΗ S
ΦΙΛΟΚΤΗΤΗΣ
λἐγεις δ’ Ἀτρείδαις ὄφελος ἢ V* ἐμοὶ τόδε;
* ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟ?
σοί που, φίλος γ’ ών, %ώ λἀγος τοιόσδε μου. ΦΙΛΟΚΤΗΤΗΣ
πώς, ος γε τοῖς έγθροϊσί μ’ ἐκδοῦναι θέλεις; ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΣ
ὦ τᾶν, διδάσκου μὴ θρασύνεσθαι κακοῖς.
ΦΙΛΟΚΤΗΤΗ 2
ὸλεῖς με, γιγνώσκω σε, τοῖσδε τοῖς λὁγοις. ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ
οὔκουν ἔγωγε· φημὶ δ’ οὑ σε μανθάνειν.
ΦΙΛΟΚΤΗΤΗΣ
ἐγὼ οὐκ Ατρείδας ἐκβαλὁντας οἶδα με;
ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ
ἀλλ’ ἐκβαλὁντες εἰ πάλιν σώσουσ ορα.
ΦΙΛΟΚΤΗΤΗΣ
οὐδἐποθ’ ὲκὁντα γ’ ώστε τὴν Τροίαν ἰδεῖν-ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ
τί δἣτ’ ἂν ἡμεῖς δρῷμεν, εἰ σέ γ’ ἐν λὁγοις πείσβιν δυνησὁμεσθα μηδὲν ὧν λἐγω; ώς ραστ βμο\ μὲν τῶν λόγων λῆξαι, σὲ δὲ ζῆν, ώσπερ ἡδη ζῇς, ἄνευ σωτηρίας.
ΦΙΛΟΚΤΗΤΗΣ
ἔα με πάσχειν ταῦθ’ ἄπβρ παθεῖν με δεῖ· α δ’ ἤνβσάς μοι δεξιάς ἐμῆς θιγών, πίμπειν πρὸς οίκους, ταῦτα μοι ττραξον, τέκνον, καὶ μὴ βράδυνε μηδ’ ἐπιμνησθῇς ἔτι Τροία?· ἅλις γάρ μοι τβθρηνηται γὁοις.
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PHILOCTETES
PHILOCTETES
Help for the sons of Atreus, or for me ?
NEOPTOLEMUS
For thee, as these my words attest, thy friend.
PHILOCTETES
A friend, when thou would’st hand me to my foes ?
NEOPTOLEMUS
0	let not suffering make thee truculent.
PHILOCTETES
1	know thou would’st undo me pleading thus.
NEOPTOLEMUS
Not I, but thou thyself, who wilt not learn.
PHILOCTETES
Do I not know the Atridae cast me forth ?
NEOPTOLEMUS
Tis true, but now they would deliver thee.
PHILOCTETES
Not with my will, if first I must to Troy.
NEOPTOLEMUS
What must I do, if all persuasion fails To make thee budge an inch ? ’Twere easier To cease from words and leave thee here to live,
As thou hast lived, a hopeless castaway.
PHILOCTETE8
Well, let me dree my weird ; but thou, my son, Perform the promise made with clasp of hands,
Take me straight home, and talk no more of Troy. My cup of lamentations I have drained.
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ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ εἰ δοκεῖ, στεἐχωμεν.
♦ΙΛΟΚΤΗΤΗ2
ω γενναῖον είρηκὼς ἔπος.
ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ ἀντέρειδε νῦν βάσιν σήν.
ΦΙΛΟΚΤΗΤΗΣ
εἰς ὅσον 7* ἐ7ὼ σθένω.
ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ
αιτίαν δὲ πώς Αχαιών φεύξομαι;
ΦΙΛΟΚΤΗΤΗΣ
μὴ φροντιστός.
ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΣ
τί yap, ἐὰν πορθωσι χωράν την ἐμήν;
ΦΙΛΟΚΤΗΤΗ2
ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ τινα προσωφέλησιν ἔρξεις;
ἐγὼ παρὼν
ΦΙΛΟΚΤΗΤΗΣ
βίλεσι τοῖς Ἠρακλέους ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ
πως λέ76^*
ΦΙΛΟΚΤΗΤΗΣ εἵρξω πελάξειν.
ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ
στεῖχε ττροσκύσας χθόνα.
ΗΡΑΚΛΗ2
μήπω γε, πρὶν ἄν τῶν ἡμετίρων ἀίῃς μύθων, παῖ Ποίαντος· φάσκειν δ’ αὐδὴ ν τὴν Ἠρακλἐονς
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NEOPTOLEMUS
As thou wilt then ; let us forward.
PHILOCTETES
Nobly spoken, let us go.
NEOPTOLEMUS
Forward ! plant thy footsteps firmly.
PHILOCTETES
To my utmost will I so.
NEOPTOLEMUS
But the wrath of the Achaeans will pursue me.
PHILOCTETES
Never care.
NEOPTOLEMUS
What if they lay waste my borders ?
PHILOCTETES
Never fear, I shall be there—
NEOPTOLEMUS
What assistance canst thou render ?
PHILOCTETES
Heracles, his mighty bow—
NEOPTOLEMUS
Say’st thou ?
PHILOCTETES
Will prevent their landing.
NEOPTOLEMUS
Kiss the earth and let us go.
Apparition of heRacles behind the stage.
HERACLES
Go not yet till thou hast heard,
Son of Poeas, first my word :
Heracles to thee appears,
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ΦΙΛΟΚΤΗΤΗ2
ἀκοῇ τε κλύειν Χεύσσειν τ’ σφιν. τὴν σὴν δ’ ήκω χάριν ουρανίας έδρας προλιπών,
τὰ Διὸς τε φράσων βονΧεύματά σοι κατερητύσων θ' ὁδὺν ἢν στέλλει* σὺ δ’ ἐμῶν μύθων επάκουσον.
καὶ πρῶτα μέν σοι τὰς ἐμὰς λἐξω τὐχας, ὅσους πονησας καί διεξβλθὼν πόνους αθάνατον αρετήν εσχον, ως πάρεσθ’ ὁρᾶν. καὶ σοι, σάφ’ ἴσθι, τοί/τ’ οφείλεται παθεΐν, ἐκ των πόνων τώνδ’ εὐκλεᾶ θεσθαι βίον. ἐλθὼν δὲ σὺν τῷδ’ ἀνδρὶ πρὸς τὺ Τρωϊκὸν πόλισμα, πρώτον μὲν νόσου παυσει λυγρᾶς, ἀρετῇ τε πρώτος εκκριθείς στρατεύματος, Πάρι ν μέν, ος τώνδ’ αίτιος κακών ἔφυ, τόξοισι τοῖς εμοΐσι νοσφιεϊς βίον, πέρσεις τε Τροίαν, σκύΧά τ εἰς μεΧαθρα σ α πέμψεις, ἀριστεῖ’ Ικλαβών στρατεύματος, ΙΙοίαντι πατρὶ πρὸς πάτρας O ἴτης πΧάκα. α δ’ ἂν λάβης σὺ σκύλα τοῦδε τοῦ στρατόν, τόξων εμών μνημεία προς πυράν ἐμὴν κόμιζε. καὶ σοι ταῦτ’, Ἀχιλλἑως τέκνον, παρηνεσ· ούτε γὰρ σὺ τοῦδ’ ἄτερ σθενεις εΧεΐν το Τροία? πεδίον οὔθ’ οντος σέθεν. ἀλλ’ ώς λέοντε συννόμω φυΧάσσετον οντος σε καί σὺ τὁνδ’· ἐγὼ δ’ Ασκληπιόν πανστήρα πέμψω σῆς νόσου προς 'Ίλιον. τὺ δεύτερον yap τοῖς ἐμοῖς αυτήν χρεὼν
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PHILOCTETES
His the voice that thrills thine ears.
’Tis for thy sake I have come,
Leaving my Olympian home.
Mandate from high Zeus I bring To forbid thy journeying:
Hear the will of heaven’s King.
But first I’ll mind thee of iny own career,
How, having laboured hugely and endured,
I won immortal glory, as thou seest.
Know that thy fortune like to mine shall be, Through suffering to glorify thy life.
Go with yon man to Ilium. There first Thou shalt be healed of thy grievous sore;
Then, chosen as the champion of the host,
With these my arrows thou shalt pierce to the heart Paris, the guilty cause of all that woe.
Troy shalt thou sack, and, winning from the host The meed of bravest, carry home rich spoils To glad old Poeas and the Oetaean halls.
But of the spoils, whate’er the host assigns thee, Bring to my pyre, as tribute to my bow,
A tithe.
I have a message too for thee,
Son of Achilles. Thou without his aid Can’st not take Troy, nor he apart from thine ;
But like two lions together on the prowl,
Either the other guards.
To cure thy wounds Asclepius, the healer, will I send To Troas; for a second time Troy towers
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ΦΙΛΟΚΤΗΤΗ 2
τὁξοις άλωναι. τοῦτο δ’ εννοεΐθ\ ὅταν πορθήτε γαῖαν, ευσεβεΐν τὰ προς θεούς* ως τἄλλα πάντα δεὑτερ’ ἡγεῖται πατήρ Ζευς· ου yap ευσέβεια συνθνήσκει βροτοΐς* καν ζώσι καν θάνωσιν, οὐκ ἀπὁλλυται.
Φ1ΛΟΚΤΗΤΗ2
ὦ φθέyμa ποθεινόν ἐμοὶ πέμψας
χρόνιός τε φανείς,
οὐκ άπιθήσω τοῖς σοῖς μύθοις.
ΝΕΟΠΤΟΛΕΜΟΝ
κἀγὼ γνώμην ταύτῃ τίθεμαι.
ΗΡΑΚΛΗ2
μή νυν χρόνιοι μέλλετε πράσσειν
καιρός καί πλοῦς
ὅδ’ έπείyει yap κατά πρύμνην.
ΦΙΛΟΚΤΗΤΗΣ
φῶμε νυν στείχων χώραν καλέσω. χαιρ , ω μέλαθρον ξυμφρουρον εμοί, νύμφαι τ ένυδροι Χειμωνιάδες, καί κτύπος άρσην πόντου προβολής,1 οὖ πολλάκι δὴ τοὐμὸν ἐτἐγχθη κρᾶτ’ ενδόμυχον πληyaΐσι νότου, πολλὰ δὲ φωνής της ήμετέρας 'Ερμαΐον ορος παρέπεμψεν ἐμοὶ στόνον ἀντίτυπον χειμαζομένω. νυν ο, ω κρήναι Αυκιον τε ποτον, λείπομεν υμάς, λείπομεν ήδη δόξης ου ποτε τῆσδ’ έπιβάντες.
1 προ^λἡς MSS., Hermann corr.
PHILOCTETES
Must fall before my shafts. Only take heed, In laying waste the land to reverence Its gods ; all else by Zeus my sire is less Regarded. Piety can never die ;
It lives on earth and blossoms in the grave.
PHILOCTETES
Voice for which I long have yearned, Form, long visioned, now discerned! Thee I cannot disobey.
NEOPTOLEMUS
I too obey.
HERACLES
Then to work ! No time to spare ; Seize the hour; the wind sets fair.
PHILOCTETES
Yet ere I part I fain would bid farewell.
Home of my vigils, rocky cell,
Nymphs of the streams and grass-fringed shore, Caves where the deep-voiced breakers roar, When through the cavern’s open mouth,
Borne on the wings of the wild South,
E’en to my dwelling’s inmost lair,
The rain and spray oft drenched my hair;
And oft responsive to my groan Mount Herinaeum made liis moan ;
0	Lycian fount, O limpid well,
1	thought with you all time to dwell ;
And now I take my last farewell.
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χαΐρ\ ὦ Λήμνου πέδον ἀμφίαλον, καί μ’ εὑπλοίᾳ ττεμψον ἀμέμπτως, ἔνθ’ ἡ μεγάλη Μοῖρα κομίζει γνώμη τε φίλων χώ πανδαμάτωρ δαίμων, ος ταῦτ’ ἐπἑκρανβν.
Χ0Ρ02
χωρώ μεν δὴ Πάντες ἀολλεῖς, νυμφαία άλίαισιν ἐπευξάμενοι νόστου σωτήρας Ικεσθαι.
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PH1LOCTETES
Sea-girt Lemnos, hear my prayer,
Bid thy guest a voyage fair Speed liim to the land where he,
Borne by mighty Destiny,
And the god at whose decree All was ordered, fain would be.
CHORUS
Let us to the Sea Nymphs pray To waft us on our Troy-ward way. Mariners, attend my call;
Let us voyage, one and all.
END OF VOL. II.
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